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PREFACE. 


HE Poems of HzeangtnrT have an intrinſic excel. 
<4 lence, which has been duly appreciated by a cer- 
tain claſs of readers, from the time they firſt made thei: 


appearance to the public eye. To offer any remarks, 


therefore, upon them, will be deemed by pious perſons 
who are already acquainted with the ſubje&, equally 
improper and unneceſſary. | | 
Notwithſtanding, though the Poetry of HERRERI 
was much known, and, as it ſhould ſeem by their fre- 
quent recital of ſome of the ſtanzas, held in no ſmall 
eltimation by the devotional writers of the beginning of 
the preſent century, and though nothing can be ſaid to 
give it an additional recommendation to thoſe who 
poſſeſs a copy, the piece itſelf being its ſufficient patron 
there are, however, many who have admired the de- 
tached ſentiments they have met in the courſe of their 
reading other authors, but have never been able to meet 
a copy of the whole work. It was their inquiries ſo 
often made after the Poems of HERBERT, that led the 
Editor into the deſign of publiſhing the preſent edition, 
Connected with this view indeed, was an additionad 
Wiſh, to adminiſter pleaſure to all the lovers of divine 
Poeſy, Acknowledging the deference due to the 
claſhc Cenſor of the age, who maintains * that devo- 
tional poetry is always unſatisfattory, from the paucity 
of its topics enforcing perpetual repetition, and the 
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ſonctity of the matter rejecting the ornaments of figura- 
tive diction,” it does not therefore follow that divine 
ſubjects always diſdain poetic dreſs. Allowing they 
ſeldom admit of the brilliant ornaments of poetic dic- 
tion, it ſurely will not be required to acknowledge their 
total incapability of it, though we regret their experien- 
cing too ſeldom the culture ol firſh-rat& geniuſes in the 
walks of poetry. That ſacred verſe can more than ſa- 
tisſy—that it can pleaſe, delight, enchant, will be ſcarcely 
denied by the candid claſſical readers of the poetry of 
Moſes, David, Iſeiah, Ezekiel, Habakkuk. 

And, leaving the ancient Poets, who could command 
by their mighty proſopopœia all the objects of crea- 
tion to adorn their fong—we could mention Vda of later 
times, and others whuſe brows acquire no faint luſtre 
fiom the wreath of Zion, though not generally per- 
' mitted to ſhare the laurels of Parnaſſus. 

It is not preſumed, however, that the poems of 
HERBERT poſſeſs all the excellencies neceſſary to the 
perfection of poetry; it is not even pretended they in- 
herit many of the charms indiſpenſably required by the 
acknowledged laws of criticiſm, We only wiſh it to 


be underſtood, that we conſider them as diſplaying ſome 


genuine effects of the Poetic Aﬀlatus, The little poem 
„ On Virtue” might be inſtanced, 

Mr. HzrBERT's Poetry mult be viewed in its own 
light. Though it does not barely glimmer with the 
phoſphoric ſpark of the glow-worm, it would be unjuſt 
to hold it up to the applied evidence of the meridian 
ſun. The intention of {ending it into the world either 
to challenge the acumen of the critics, or to court the 
favorable reception of candid admirers, had no impulſe 
in its production. It was the ſpontaneous fruit of re— 
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tired genius; a genius that in the lonely vale gave to it no 
other beauty or amelioration than it naturally derived 
from the innate virtues of its parent ſtock. In ſome 
places we meet abruptly the thought that lives“ Ele- 
gance itſelf poſſeſſes not more delicacy than poliſhes not 
unfrequently ſome of the verſes. But the manly ſenti- 
ment, thrown into maxims, and expreſſed in an extremely 
terſe and commanding manner, charms while it informs 
the chriſtian philoſopher, and generally ſucceeds in ex- 
emplifying the fundamental excellence of the ethics of 
our holy religion. There is, finally, a group of fingi- 
lar excellencies, which, as they ſecure the admiration 
of the ſelect readers, fo they ſhould be always taken 
into the eſtimate of HERBER T's poetry; this is the 
lovely combination ofchriſtian graces, which not merely 
adorn the author's thought, as in that caſe they might 
have been only adventitious, - plucked with rude hand 
from the Eden of God, to beſtow an ornament on fic- 
tious matter — they are nothing leſs than the inſtinctive 
life and ſoul of the poetry. It is the holy Shechinah, 
that, though it be ſometimes veiled 1n thick darkneſs, 
is yet at other times only © dark with exceſſive bright- 
neſs;'* and whether He be immediately revealed or not, 
wefeelthat the preſent Gop always inhabits * TheTemple,” 

After expreſſing our regret that Engliſh lyric poetry 
had not in HER BERT's days been beautified by the reſ- 
traint Waller taught us to put upon the licentiouſneſs of 
the muſe, which knew not how graceful her movements 
ſhould become in that ſpecies of poety when directed 
by meaſured numbers; we mult be permitted to add, 
that neither had lyric poety then abandoned ſterlins wit 
and dignified ſentiment, to ſolicit the caprice of eaſe and 
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harmony. Indeed, a late celebrated writer of ſacred 
poetry, only by reſcinding or adding a few words in 
ſome ſtanzas, has demonſtr-ted the metrical eminence of 
ſeveral poems of HerBERT, which are not the leaſt 
meritorious in that writer's excellent collection, 

In fine. While virtue has power to charm ; while 
chriſtianity is felt in its living evidence; and while 
ſound ſenſe ſhall have influence on the human mind; 
THE PoEMSs oF HERBERT WILLI CLAIM A PA- 
TRUNAGE IN THE BOSOM OF EVERY GOOD MAN, 
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HE Rev. GSORGE HERBERT was born in 1593. 
in the Caſtle of Montgomery, which had been long 
in the poſſeſſion of the family of the Herberts. His fa— 
ther was Richard Herbert. great-grandſon of the famous 
Sir Richard Herbert, of Colebrook, in the county of Mon- 
mouth, Knight Banneret, who was the youngeſt brother 
of the memorable William Herbert Earl of Pembroke, 
who lived in the reign of Edward the Fourth. His 
mother was Magdalen, the youngeſt daughter of Sir 
Richard Newport, of the county of Salop, Knight; a 
woman of perſonal excellence, mental accompliſhments, 
and genuine piety. She was the mother of ſeven ſons 
and three daughters; the eldeſt was Edward, who was 
made Knight of the Bath by James the Firſt, and was 
afterward ſent by him as AmbzſTador to the Court of 
Lewis XIII. He was by Charles I. created Baron of 
(aſtle-Iſland, and ſoon after of Cherbery, in the county of 
Salop. He is well known as an Author, and his book 
de Veritate, and his Hiſtory of the Reign of Henry VIII. 
and ſeveral other Tracts, ſhew him to have been a man 
of learning. 

GeoRGE was the fifth ſon, The early part of his 
education, and that of two of his brothers, was directed 
by a private tutor under the eye of his mother, who 
had become a widow when he wes four years old. 
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When he was about the age of twelve years, he was 
commended through Dr. Neale, then Dean of Weſt- 
minſter, to the care of Mr. Ireland, Chief Maſter of 
that School, where his behaviour, good-parts, and early 
piety were equally conſpicuous. In this School he 
obtained a peifect knowledge of the learned languages, 
eſpecially the Greek, in which he after proved an ex- 
cellent critic. 
| About the age of fifteen, being a King's Scholar, he 
was elefted for Trinity College, Cambridge, to which 
place he was tranſplanted about the year 1608. His 
prudent mother well knowing that he might eaſily loſe, 
or leſſen, that Virtue and Innocence which her advice 
and example had planted in his mind, procured the 
generous and liberal Dr. Nevil, who was then Dean of 
Canterbury and Maſter of that College, to take him into 
his particular care, and provide him a Tutor ; which 
he gladly undertook, for he knew the excellencies of 
his mother, and how to value ſuch a friendſhip. 

Soon after this ſhe was married to an amiable gen- 
tleman, the brother and heir of the Earl of Danby, who 
highly valued both her perſon and the excellent en- 
dowments of her mind. During her widowhood, 
theſe accompliſhments were the ſubject of panegyric. 
The muſe of Dr. Donne decked them with a poetic 
wreath. 


No Spring nor Summer- Beauty has ſuch grace; 
As I have ſeen in an Autumnal face, | 


Ot the latter he ſays, 


In all her words to every hearer fit, 
You may at Revels, or at Councils it. 


Her character indeed he has fully delineated in © The 
Autumnal Beauty,” an Elegy in his printed works. 
Her acquaintance was folicited by moſt men of worth 
and learning while ſhe reſided at Oxford, which ſhe 
did a conſiderable time on purpoſe to be near her ſons 
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at College. Senſible of the advantages derived from 
the affable attentions of a mother, attentions equally 
diſtant from acerbity and the weakneſs of maternal 
indulgence, ſhe endeared her children to her own com- 
patiy, which they juſtly eſtimated. For it was a 
maxim of her's, that as the body takes a nouriſhment 
ſuitable to the meat on which it feeds, fo the ſoul does 
inlenſibly take in Vice by the example and converſation 
of wicked company. And that ignorance of vice was 
the beſk preſervation of Virtue, the mere knowledge of 
wickedneſs being as tinder to inflame end kindle n, 
and to keep it burning. 
She died, 1627. and Dr. Donne preached her fune— 
ral ſermon in Cheiſea Church, where ſhe was buried. 
Our Author early devoted his poetical talents to 
divine ſubjects, as appears by the following letter and 
Ode ſent by him to his mother the firſt year he wes at 
Cambridge. 
But I fear the heat of my late ague hath dried 
up thoſe {prings, by which ſcholars ſay, the Muſes uſe 
to take up their habitations. However I need not their 
help, to reprove the vanity of thoſe many Love- Poems, 
that are daily writ and conſecrated to Venus, nor to 
ö bewail that ſo few are writ, that look towards God 
i and heaven, For my own part, my meaning (dear 
mother } is in theſe Sonnets, to declare my reſolution to 
be, that my poor abilities in Poetry, ſhall be all, and 
ever conſecrated to God's glory, and” — 


Lad. is Mow — R 


MY God, where is that ancient neat tow'rds thee, 
Wherewith whole ſhoals of Martyrs oe did burn, 
Beſides their other flames? Doth Poetry 

Wear Venus livery ? only ſerve her turn ? 

Why are not Sonnets made of thee ? and lays 

Upon thine altar burnt ? Cannot tiy love 

Height a [p1-1t to lound out thy praiſe 

As well as any ihe ? Cannot thy Dee 
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Out- ſtrip their Cupid eaſily in flight ? | 
Or, ſince thy ways are deep, and ſtill the ſame, 

| W1ll not a verſe run ſmooth that bears thy name ? 

Why doth that fire, which by thy power and might, 
Each breaſt does feel, no braver fuel chooſe 


Than that, which one day, Forms may chancerefuſe? 


Sure Lord, there is enough in thee to dr 
Oceans of Ink; for, as the deluge did 
Cover the earth, ſo doth thy Majeſty ; 
Each cloud diſtils thy praiſe, and doth forbid | 
Ports to turn it to another ule, 
Roſes and Liilies ſpeak thee; and to make 
A pair of cheeks of them, is thy abuſe. 
Why ſhould I women's eyes for chryſtal take ? 
duch poor invention burns in their low. mind 
Whofe fire 1s wild, and doth not upward go 
To praiſe, and on thee, Lord, ſome In beſtow. 
Open the bones, and you ſhall nothing find 
In the beſt face but filth; when Lord, in thee 
The beauty lies in the drfcovery. G. H. 


He was an indefatigable ſtudent; but his aſſiduity 
was not more ardently and ſtrenuouſly directed towards 
the acquiſition of learning, than of the more important 
attainments of piety and virtue, And having a taſte for 
muſic, he occaſionally relieved his ſtudies by yielding 
himſelf to the faſcinating powers of harmony, by which, 
to uſe his own words, his ſpirits, fatigued by appli- 
cation to ſtudy; were relieved, his diſtracted thoughts 
compoled, and his ſoul raiſed fo far above the earth, as 
apparently to reliſh the pleaſures of heaven. 

rrom his firit entrance into the College, ſo intenſe 
was his application to learning, ſo becoming his beha- 
viour, and ſo excellent his mental endowments, that 
Dr. cuil was altogether charmed by him, and in the 
Doctor he found a diſcerning friend, who kindly exci— 
ted his excellencies to ſtiil greater perfections, and 
ingenuouſly cautioned him againſt every impropriety 
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into which he might be in danger of running, either by 
attaching too much ſelf-approbation to his perſon and 
parts, or indulging in the inſignificant ſuperciliouſneis 
ſo often obſerved in young men of high patronage. 
Poſlibly the acute Doctor had ſeen in young HEA“ 
B ER T an indication of theſe errors; indeed Mr. Walton 
(from whom theſe memoirs are taken) allows the ex- 
creſcency to have exiſted, but diſcrimin ting Nevil de- 
tected it, and it ſhould ſeem effectually removed it. 
He was made Minor Fellow 1609, Bachelor of Arts 1611. 
Major Fellow of the College 1615, and in that year was allo 
made Maſter of Arts, being then in the 22d year of his 
age. | | 
N Mr. HERBERT Was now well known, and a va- 
cancy happening in the Oratorſhip he was, 1619, cho- 
ſen Orator fof the Univerſity, in which place he conti- 


nued eight years, diſcharging it with ability unſurpalled - 


by any of his predeceſſors or ſucceſſors, for, in addition 
to the ſweeteſt urbanity of temper, and elegance of 
manners, he was bleſt by nature with a fine fancy, and 
a piercing though civil wit, which were all ornamented 
by his acquired learning, and ſet forth to the greateſt 
advantage by the winning graces of eloquence. | 


The writer of the Lite of Mr. Herbert ſpeaks highly 


of his fitneſs for the employment of Orator by * the 
notable occaſion” offered him through © King James's 
ſending to the Univerſity of Cambridge his book called 
Baſilicon Doran; and their Orator was to acknowledge 
this great honour, and return their gratitude to his 
Majeſty for ſuch a condeſcenſion; at the cloſe of which 
letter he writ, 


Quid Vaticanum Bodleianumg ; objiciis, hoſpes ? 
Unicus eſt nobis Biblioteca Liber. 


This leiter was writ in ſuch excellent Latin, was ſo 
C y . 7. N s 
full of conceits, and all the expreſſions were ſo ſuited 
26 | 
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to the genius of the King, that he inquired the Orator's 
name, and then aſked }:/lram Earl of Pembroke if he 
knew him? whoſe anſwer was, © That he knew him 
very well; and that he was his kinſman, but he loved 
him more for his learning and virtue, than for that he 
was of his name and family.” At which anſwer the 
King ſmiled, and aſked the Earl leave, “that he might 
love him too; for he took him to be the Jewel of that 
Univerſity.” | 
This quotation from our biographical predeceſſor 
we choſe to give as a ſample of the taſte of that arch- 
pedant James, and of the falſe genius which, under the 
peaandic regimen of that Solomon, had uſurped the 
place of wit, ſenſe, learning, and even religion itſelf, 
through all orders of the community. We make this 
_ obſervation out of reſpe& to the memory of HER BER, 
requeſting cqually the admirers of taſte to recollect the 
{chool in which HERBERT was formed, and the lovers 
of ſound divinity not to forget that as the Preſbyterian 
Monarch had the ſtrongeſt penchant for the Papal Hiarar- 
chy, ſo the Religion of the times wes abſurdly mixed 
with parade and nonſenſe. | 
Soon after Mr, HE«BERT's letter, * full of con- 
celts,” had © the great honor” of James's approbation, 
a countryman of the Monarch's, Mr. Andrew Melvin, 
having returned red-hot from Geneva, gave our author 
many opportunities to attempt to ward off the ſhafts, 
with which Melvin's wit attacked the ceremonies, &c, 
ot the Church of England, of which James, a true apoſ- 
tate, was outrageo'.fly enamoured, as were likewiſe all 
the clergy, © This Mr. Melvin was a man of learning, 
and was the maſter of a great wit; a wit full of knots 
and clenches; a wit ſharp and fatirical ; exceeded, I 
think. by none of that nation, but their Buchanan. At 
Mr. Me!cin's return hither, he writ and ſcattered in La- 
un Many Pieces of bis wit againſt our altals, our pray 
ers, and our public worſhip of God; in which Mr. 
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Herbert took himſelf to he ſo much concerned, that as 
faſt as Melvin writ and ſcattered them, Mr. Herbert writ 
and ſeatte red anſwers, and refleQions of the fame ſharp- 
neſs upon him and them; I think to the ſatisfaction of 
all unengaged perſons.” Melvin was after this thrown 
into the Tower, but the verſes of his antagomilt were 
judged by Dr. Dupont, Dean of Peterborough, not unde— 
ſerving a more than ephemeral exiſtence ; he collected 
and printed them, as an honorable memorial to his 
friend Mr. HERNRERT, ond the cauſe he undertook. 

James was fond of hunting, and frequently came 
into the neighbourhood of Cambridge to purſue his 
favourite ſport. This produced ſeveral royal vitits to 
the Univerſity, at each of which Mr. HerBERT, in his 
capacity of Or:tor, offered him the applauſes and gra— 
tulations of the body he repreſented. This introduced 
him not only to the notice, but likewiſe the favor of 
the King. and he had ſoon an order to attend the Court 
at Royſton, where, after a diicourſe with him, his Ma- 
jeſty declared to his kinſman the Earl of Pembroke, 
„That he found the Orator's learning and wiſdom 
were much above his age or wit.” The year aſter the 
King was attended to Cambrid:ec. by the great Bacon, 
Lord Verulam, and the learned Biſhop Andrews, both of 
whom commenced an intimate frjend{hip with the 
Orator, and ſuch was the opinion Lord Bacon had of his 
judgment, that he uſually defired his approbetion be- 
fore he would fend any of his works to the preſs, and 
paid him the compliment of dedicating to him, as the 
beſt judge of Divine Poetry, his Engliſh Verſion of 
ſom of the Pſalms, 

And the Biſhop had ſoon an opportunity of ex» 
preſſing the high opinion he entertained of his friend, 
for a goodnatured debate hing taken place between 


VII. HERBERT and himleit on forme Theological docs 


trines, the former ſoon aiter {erut him ſome excellent 
aphoriſms in a letter written in Greek, Which was fo 
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remarkable for the language and matter, that the Biſhop 
ever aſter carried it in his boſom, and took no fmall 
pleaſure in exhibiting it among the circles of his 
learped friends, 

Mr. HERBERT knew what value to put upon a free 
intercourſe with the wiſe and learned, Among his 
friends ranked Dr. Donne, and Sir Henry Wotton. The 
lormer alittle time before his death, preſented to each 
of his intimate friends a ſcal with the figure engraved 
on it of Chriſt crucified, on an Anchor, alluſive to an 
expreſſion he often uſed, Crux mihi ancora. | 

At Mr. HERBERT 's death, theſe verſes were found 
wrapt up with that ſeal given him by the Doctor, 

When my dear Friend could write no more, 

He gave this Seal, and ſo gave o'er. 

When winds and waves rife higheſt, I am ſure, 

This Anchor keeps my Faith, that me ſecure, 


But about this time he would probably have made 
ſhipwreck of his taith, notwithſtanding the confidence 


expreſſed, had not divine Providence kept him in port, 


for he made frequent eſſays to launch into the world, 
in the moſt treacherous bottom. His two preceding 
Orators were Sir Robert Nanton and Sir Frances Nether ſel. 
The former had been mace Secretary of State, and the 
latter Secretary to the Queen of Bohemia, Mr. EBER“ 
BERT therefore made himſelf maſter of the Tallan, Spa- 
ſh and French tongues, and trudged after the Court, 
« ſeldom looking towards Cambridge unleſs the King 
was there, and then he never failed.” „Though he 


ſought the Secretaryſhip, all he could however obtain 


from James wes a finecure of 1201. per annum.“ — 
Perhaps to a perſon of Mr. HERBERI's literary and 
poliſhed mind, this gift wes ideally inhanced by having 
been once held by the great Sir Philip Sidney, a ſmall 
token of regard fiom his Royal Miſtreſs Elizabeth. 
Mr. HERBERT wiſhed to quit the Univerſity alto- 
gether, ſor added to a Hong inclination to improve 
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himſelf by travelling, he had a delicate habit inclined 
to Fever and Conſumption, which ſeemed to render it 
neceſſary for him to relax in his ſtudies; but his mo- 
ther, perhaps fearing the probable danger that might 
follow the indulging the bias of his natural diſpoſition, 
interpoſed her authority, which to him was ſacred, 
and would by no means allow him to leave Cambridge. 
His pious reflections on this event give us a charming 
trait of his character. How he attributes with grati- 
tude this circumitance to the gracious Providence of 
Gor, may be ſeen in the copy of verſes entitled 
Aſdliction. | 
WHEREAS my birth and ſpirit rather took 
The way that takes the town: 
Thou didſt betray me to a ling'1ing book, 
And wrapt me in a gown. 
I was entangled in a world of {trife, 
Before I had the power to change my life. 


Yet, for I threat'ned oft the ſiege to raiſe, 
Not ſimp'ring all mine age: | 

Thou often didſt with academic praiſe 

| Melt and diſfolve my rage; 

J took the {weetened pill, till I came where 

I coul not go away, nor perſevere, 


Yet, leſt perchance I ſhould too happy be 
In my unhappineſs; 
Turning my purge to tood, thou throwelt me 
Into more ſickneſſes. 
Thus doth thy power cro's-blas me, not making 
Thine own gifts good; yet me from my waystaking. 
Now I am here, what thou wilt do with me 
None of my books will ſhew ; 
I read, and ſigh, and with I were a tree, 
For then fure I ſhould grow 
To fruit or ſhade; at leaſt, tome bird would truſt 
Her houſehold with me, and I would be juſt, 
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Yet, tho' thou troubleſt me, I muſt be meek; 
In weakneſs miuit be ſtout ; 
Well, I will change my ſervice, and go ſeek 
Some other maſter out: 
Ah my dear God! tho' Jam clean forgot, 
Let me not love thee, it I love thee not. G. H. 


About this time of Mr. Herbert's attendance at 
Court, all his expectations of preferment were ſuddenly 
defeated by the death of his two molt obliging and pow- 
erſu! friends, the Duke of Richmond and the Marquis of 
Hamilton; and not long after James himſelf died, and 
with him all the ambitious hopes of our author, who 
now. betook himſelf to the ſtudy of Divinity, prepa- 
ratory to his taking Holy Orders, to which his mother 
perſuaded him. Great was the conflict between the 
pride of life, and the ſincere defire he had of devoting 
himſelf to the work of the Miniſtry ; but the latter at 
laſt prevailed. 

Acquainting a Court friend of his reſolution to enter 
into Ordeis; ke urged him to alter his intentions, al- 


leging the employment was too mean for a perſon of 
his birth and abilities, to which he replied, “It hath 


been formerly judged, that the domeſtic ſervants of the 
King of Heaven, ſhould be of the nobleſt families on 
earth, and though the iniquity of the late times have 
made Clergymen meanly valued, aud the ſacred name 
of Prieſt contemptible; yet I win labour to meke it 
honorable, by conſecrating all my learning, and all my 
poor abilities, to advance the glory of that God that 
gave them; knowing, that I can never do too much for 
him, that hath done to much for me, as to make me a 
Chriſtian. And I will. labour to be like my Saviour, 
by making humility lovely in the eyes of all men, and 
by t lo ing the mercitul and meek example of my 
dear feſus.” 

He maintained his b and was accordingly 
made Dezcon ; ſoon after which the Biſhop of Lincoln 


4. 


4. 
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ſuch exertions by his own bountv, and by his applica- 
tion to his noble relations and other friends, that he 
ſoon raiſed it out of its ruins, and re-edified it in a 
handſome manner. * By his order (ſays Mr. Walton) 
the Reading-pew and Pulpit were (erected) a little dil- 
tance from each other, and both of an equal height ; 
for he Herbert) would often ſay, “ They ſhould nei- 
ther have a precedency cr priority of the other; but 
that Prayer and Preaching being equally uſeful, might 
agree like Brethren, and have an equal Honor and Eſti— 
mation“ | 

Whether the refined and metaphyſical Divinity of 
thoſe days juſtly exalted the Pulpit above the Reading- 
Deſk, or whether Mr. Herbert was perfectly juſtifiable in 
reducing it to the ſtandard of its neighbour, or whe— 
ther it ought now to be brought lower than the Deſk, 
we ſhall not preſume to determine, but give place to 
Mr. Walton while he relates a pleaſing anecdote con- 
need with this part of our author's hittory. 

Before I proceed farther, I muſt look back to the 
time of Mr. Herbert's being made Prebend, and tell the 
Reader, that not long after, his mother being informed 
of his intentions to rebuild that Church, and apprehend= 
ing the great trouble and charge that he was like to 
draw upon himſelf, his relations and friends, before it 
could be finiſhed ; ſent for him from London to Chelſea 
(where ſhe then dwelt), and at his coming {aid, George, 
I ſent for you, to perſuade you to commit Simony, 
by giving your patron as good a gift as he hath given to 
you; namely, that you give him back his Prebend ; 
tor, George, it 1s not for your weak body, and empty: 
purſe, to undertake to build Churches.” Of which, he 
deſired he might have a day's time to conſider, and then 
make her an anſwer: and at his 1cturn to her at the 
next day,, when he hed firſt deſired her bleffing, and 
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ſhe given it him, his next requeſt was, © That ſhe would 
at the age of thirty-three years allow him to become an 
undutiſul ſon; for he had made a vow to God, that if he 
were able, he would rebuild that Church :'” and then 
ſhewed her ſuch reaſons for his reſolution, that ſhe pre- 
ſently ſubſcribed to be one of his benefactors; and 
undertook to ſolicit W:llram Earl of Pembroke to become 
another, who ſubſcribed for gol. and not long after, 
by a witty, and perſuaſive letter from Mr. Herbert, 
made it gol more. 


Having in the former part of this ſketch intimated 


his regard to his mother, the following letter ſent her 


by him may not be unacceptable ; 


«© MaDaAm, | 

„AT my laſt parting from you I was the better 
content, becauſe I was in hope I ſhould myſelf carry 
all ſickneſs out of your family; but ſince I know I did 
not, and that your ſhare continues, or rather increaſeth, 
I wiſh earneſtly that I were again with you ; and 
would quickly make good my wiſh, but that my em- 
ployment does fix me here, being now but a month 
to our Commencement : wherem, my abſence by how 
much it naturally augmenteth ſuſpicton, by ſo much 
ſhall it make my preyers the more conſtant and the 
more earneſt for you to the God of all confolation— 
In the mean time I beſeech you to be cheerful, and 
comfort yourſelt in the God of all comfort, who 1s not 
willing to behold any ſorrow but for fin—-What hath 
affliction grievous in 1t more than for a moment ? or 
why ſhould our afflitions here have ſo much power or 
boldneſs as to oppoſe the hope of our joys hereafter ?— 
Madam! As the earth is but a point in reſpett of the 
heavens, ſo are earthly troubles compared to heavenly 
Joys; therefore, if either age or ſickneſs lead you to 
thoſe joys, conſider what advantage you have over 
youth and health, who are now fo near thoſe true com- 


| | - 
| forts 
ment, and kept heavenly for yourſelf: But would you 
divide and chuſe too? Our College cuſtoms allow not 
that, and I ſhould account myſelf moſt happy, it I 
might change with you; for I have always obſerved 
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Your laſt letter gave me an earthly preſer- 


the Thread of Life to be like other threads or ſkeins of 
ſilk, full of ſnarls and incumbrances: happy is he, 
whole bottom is wound up and laid ready for work 
in the New Feruſalem—— For myſelf, dear Mother, 1 al- 
ways feared ſickneſs more than death, becauſe ſickneſs 
hath made me unable to perform thoſe offices for 
which I came into the world, and mult yet be kept in 
it; but you are freed from that fear, who have already 
abundantly diſcharged that part, having both ordered 
your family, and ſo brought up your children tht they 
have attained to the years of diſcretion, and competent 
maintenance—$o that now if they do not well, the 
fault cannot be charged on you; whoſe example and 
care of them will juſtify you both to the world and 
your own conſcience; inſomuch, that whether you 
turn your thoughts on the life paſt, or on the joys that 
are to come, you have ſtrong preſervatives againſt all 
diſquiet And for temporal afflictions! I beſeech 
you conſider all that can happen to you are either 
afflictions of eſtate, or body, or mind For thoſe of 
eſtate, of what poor regard ought they to be, ſince if 
we had riches we are commanded to give them away ? 
So that the beſt uſe of them is, having, not to have 
them But perhaps being above the common people, 
our credit and eſtimation calls on us to live in a more 
ſplendid faſhion: But, Oh God! how eaſily is 
that anſwered, when we conſider, that the bleſſings in 
the Holy Scripture are never given to the rich, but to 
the poor, I never find bleſſed be the rich, or bleſſed 
be the noble; but Bleſſed be the meek, and Bleſſed be the 
poor, and bleſſed be the mourners, for they ſhall be comforted — 
And yet, Oh God! moſt carry themſelves fo, as if 
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they not only not deſi red, but even feared to be bleſſed 
And for afflictions of the body, dear Madam, remember Y 

the holy martyrs of God, how they have been burnt by I 

thouſands, and have endured ſuch ather tortures, as the 14 

very mention of them might beget amazement; but 

their fiery trials have had an end: And yours (which 

praiſed be God are leſs) are not like to continue long 


I beſeech you let ſuch thoughts as theſe moderate your + th 
preſent fear and ſorrow ; and know, that if any of BL 
yours ſhould prove a Goltah-like trouble, yet you may $ 1u 
ſay with David, That God tho hath delivered me out of the b. 
Paros of the lion and bear, will alſo deliver me out of the hands 2 
of this uncircumcaſed Philiſtine.Laſtly, for ttoſe afflicti- a 
ons of the ſoul, conſider that God intends that to be as x ©! 
| a ſacred Temple for himſelf to dwell in, and will not b 


allow any room there for ſuch an inmate as grief; or 
allow that any ſadneſs ſhall be his competitor. And 
above all, if any care of future things moleſt you, re- 
member thoſe admirable words of the Pfſalmiſt, P.a. 
55. Caſt thy care on the Lord and he ſhall nouriſh thee. Lo 
which join that of St. Peter, 1 Pet. v. 7. Caſting all 
your care on the Lord, for he careth for you. What an ad- 
mirable thing is this, that God puts his ſhoulder to our 1 
burthen, and entertains our care for us, that we may the . 
more quietly intend his fervice.—To conclude, let me | 
commend only one place more to you, (Phil. iv. 4.) 
St. Paul ſaith there, Rejoice in the Lord always, and again * 
T fay rejoice. He doubles it to take away the ſcrupſe of = 
thole that might ſay, What ſhall we rejoice in afflicti- 1 
ons? Yes, I ſay again rejoice; fo that it is not lett to .- 
us to rejoice or not rejoice; but whatſoever befals us, 

we mult always, at all times rejoice in the Lord, who 

taketh care for us: and it follows in the next verſe; 

Let your moderation appear to all men, the Lord 1s at hand; 

be careful for nothing. What can be ſaid more comtor- 

tably ? Trouble not yourſelves, God is at hand to 
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deliver us from all, or in afl. Dear Madam, pardon 


my boldneſs, and accept the good meaning of, 
Your moſt obedient Son, 


GEORGE HERBERT, 
Trin. Col. May 29, 1622. 


A few years after this, he was exerciſed with afflic- 
tion, for putting himſelf under a particular regimen to 


remove a Quotidian Ague, he fell into a ſuppoſed con- 
ſumpt ion, which was attended with great pains; but 


he bore with Chriſtian patience the yoke of diſcipline, 


and under his acuteſt ſufferings would often ſay, 


„Lord abate my great affliction, or increaſe my pati- 


ence; but I repine not, I am dumb Lord before thee 
* becauſe thou doſt it.” 


But removing to Damſey, in Wiltſhire, then inha- 
bited by his friend the Earl of Danby, and declining all 
perplexing ſtudies, the ſalubrity of the air, {triCt atten- 
tion to diet, moderate exerciſe, and a cheerful conver- 
ſation, ſoon reſtored him to his uſual health; upon 
which he reſolved to marry, and allo to enter into 
Prieſt's Orders; for he had given up his Fellowſhip 
and his Orator's place at Cambiidge, which he had held 
only at his mother's requeſt, declining them at her 
deceale. 

The way to wedlock was ſoon opened, but not 
ſooner than the object was both purſued and obtained 
by Mr. HerBERT; and as the detail is given with no 
{mall apparent ſatisfaction by his biographer, we recite 
it in his words, 

* I ſhall now proceed to his marriage; in order to 
which, it will be convenient, that I firſt give the reader 
a ſhort view of his perſon, and then, an account of his 
wife, and of ſome circumſtances conceining both 
Ile was for his perſon of a ſtature inclining towards tallneſs ; 
firs body was 0 te Sig ſo far "Bow being — 
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with too much fleſh, that he was lean to an extremity, His 
aſpect was cheer ful, and his ſpeech and motion did both declave 
hum a Gentleman, for they were all ſo meek and obliging, that 
they purchaſed love and reſpect from all that knew him. 

Theſe, and his other viſtble virtues, begot him ſo 
much love from a gentleman of a noble fortune, and 
a near kinſman to his friend the Earl of Danby; name- 
ly, from Charles Danvers of Bainton, in the county 
of Wilts, Eſq, that Mr. Danvers having known him 
long and familiarly, did ſo much affect him, that he 
often and publicly declared a deſire that Mr. Herbert 
would marry any of his nine daughters (for he had ſo 
many) but rather his daughter Jane than any other, 
becauſe Jane was his beloved daughter: and he had often 
{aid the lame to Mr. Herbert himſelf ; and that if he 
could like her for a wite, and ſhe him for a huſband, 
Jane ſhould have a double bleſſing; and Mr. Danvers 
had fo often ſeid the like to Jane, and ſo much com- 
mended Mr. Herbert to her, that Fane became ſo much 
a Platonic, as to fall in love with Mr. Herbert unſeen. 

This was a fair preparation for a marriage; but 
alas! her father died before Mr. Herbert's retirement 
to Dantſel; yet ſome friends to both parties procured 
their meeting; at which time a mutual affection en- 
tered into both their hearts, as a conqueror enters into 
a ſurpriſed city; and love having got ſuch poſſeſſion, 
governed and made there ſuch laws and reſolutions, as 
neither party was able to reſiſt; inſomuch that ſhe 
changed her neme into Hebert, the third day after this 
firſt interview. 

This haſte might in others be thought a love-frenzy, 
or worſe: but it was not; for they had woed lo like 
Princes as to have ſelect proxies; ſuch as were true 
friends to both patties; ſuch as well underſtood Mr, 
Herbert's and her temper of mind; and allo their 
eſtates ſo well before this interview, that the ſudden- 
neſs was juſtifiable by the ſtricteſt rules of prudence ; 
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and the more, becauſe it proved ſo happy to both par- 
ties ; for the eternal lover of mankind made them happy 
in each other's mutual and equal affections and compli- 
ance; indeed ſo happy, that there was never any oppo- 
ſition betwixt them, unleſs it were a conteſt which 
ſhould moſt incline to a compliance with the other's 
deſires. And though this begot and continued in them 
ſuch a mutual love and joy, and content, as was no way 
defeQive ; yet this mutual content and love, and joy, did 
receive a daily augmentation, by ſuch daily obliging- 
neſs to each other, as {till added ſuch new affluences to 
the former fulneſs of theſe divine ſouls, as was only im- 


proveable in heaven, where they now enjoy it. 


About three months after his marriage, Dr, Curle, 
who was then Rector of Bemer/on in Wiliſtire, was 


made Biſhop of Bath and Nells, and not long after tran- 


ſlated to Wincheſter, and by that means the preſentation 
of a Clerk to Bemerton did not fall to the Earl of Pen- 
broke (who was the undoubted patron of it) but to the 
King. by reaſon of Dr. Curle's advancement ; but Philtp 
then Earl of Pembroke (for Milliam Was lately dead) re» 
queſted the King to beſtow it upon his kin{man George 
Herbert, and the King ſaid, . Moſt willingly to Mr. 
Herbert, if it be worth his acceptance :” And the Earl 
as willingly and ſuddenly ſent it him, without ſeeking ; 
but though Mr. Herbert had formerly put on a rcſolu- 
tion tor the Clergy; yet, at receiving this Preſentation, 
the zpprehenſon of the laſt great account that he was 
to make for the cure of ſo many ſouls, made him faſt 
and pray often, and conſider for not leſs than a month: 
in which time he had ſome reſolutions to decline both 
the Priefthood, and that living. And in this time of 
conſidering, „ He endured (as he would often ſay) 
ſuch ſpiritual conflicts, as none can think, but only 
thoſe that have endured them.” 

In the midſt of thoſe conflicts, his old and dear 
friend Mr. Arthur Woodnot took a journey to ſalute him 
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at Bainton (where he then was with his wife's friends 


and relations) and was jovful to be an eye-witneſs of 


his health, and happy marriage. And after they had 
rejoiced together fome few days, they took a journey 
to Wilton, the famous ſeat of the Earls of Pembroke; at 
which time the King, the Earl, and the whole Court 


were there. or at Saliſbury, which is near to it. And at 


this time Mr. Herbert preſented his thanks to the Earl 
for his Preſentation to Bemerton, but had not yet reſol- 
ved to accept it, and told him the reaſon why ; but that 
night the Earl acquainted Dr. Laud, the Archbiſhop of 
Cantebury, with his kinſman's irreſolution. And the 
Biſhop did the next day ſo convince Mr. Herbert, That 
the refuſal of it was a ſin,“ that a tailor was ſent for to 
come ſpeedily from Saliſbury to Wilton, to take meaſure 
and make him canonical cloaths againſt next day 
which the tailor did, and Mr. Herbert being fo habited, 
went with his Preſentation to the learned Dr. Davenant, 
who was then Biſhop of Saliſbury, and he gave him inſti- 
tution immediately, (for Mr. Herbert had been made 
Deacon ſome years before) and he was alſo the {ame 
day (which was April 26, 1630] inducted into the good, 
and more pleaſant than healthful Parſonage of Bemerton, 
which is a mile from Saliſbury. | 

© I have now brought him to the Parſonage of Bemer- 
© ton, and to the g6th year of his age, and muſt itop here, 


© and beſpeak the reader to prepare for an almoſt in- 


© credible ſtory, of the great ſanctity of the ſhort re- 
* mainder of his holy life; a life ſo full of charity, hu- 
« mility, and all Chriſtian virtues, that it deſerves the 
© eloquence of St. Chrysoſtom to commend and declare 
it! A life! that if it were related by a pen like his, 
there would then be no need for this age to look back 
into times paſt for the examples 1 14 mr piety; 
for they might be all found in the life of George Her- 
« bert, But now, alas! who is fit to undertake it? 


] confeſs I am not: and am not pleaſed with myſelf _ 
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that I muſt; and profeſs myſelf amazed, when I con- 


= « ſider how few of the Clergy lived like him then, aud 


> © how many live ſo unlike him now : But it becomes 
not me to cenſure; my deſign is rather to aſture the 
© © reader, that I have uſed very great diligence to in- 


* form myſelf, that I might inform him of the truth of 
© what follows ; and though I cannot adorn it with elo- 


: © quence, yet I will doit with ſincerity.“ 


When at his induction he was ſhut into Bemerton 


Church, being left there alone to toll the bell, as the 
law requires, him: he ſtaid ſo much longer than an or- 
dinary time, before he returned to his friends that ſtaid 
expecting him at the church-door, that his friend, Mr. 


N bodnot, looked in at the church-window, and faw him 


lie proſtrate on the ground before the altar: at which 


time and place (as he after told Mr. Woodnot) he ſet 
ſome rules to himſelf, for the future management of his 


life, and then and there made a vow to labour to keep 


them. | | 


” 


ſaid to Mr. Woodnet, © I now look back upon my aſpir- 
ing thoughts, and think myſelf more —_ than if F 


* 
+ 
2 


will now uſe all my endeavours to bring my relations 


And the ſame night that he had his induction, he 


had attained what I ſo ambitiouſly thirſted for: and I 
can now behold the Court with an impartial eye, and 


ſee plainly, that it is made up of fraud, and titles, and flat- 


tery, and many other ſuch empty imaginary painted 
pleaſures; pleaſures that are ſo empty, as not to ſatisf 


when they are enjoyed; but in God, and his ſervice, is 


” 


a fulneſs of all joy and pleaſure, and no ſatiety : and I 


and dependants to a love and reliance on him, who ne- 
ver fails thoſe that trutt him. But above all, I will be 


ure to live well, becauſe the virtuous life of a 7 1 
"2 at 


man is the moſt powerful eloquence to perſuade all t 
Fee it to reverence and love, and at leaſt to deſire to live 


13 
* 


like him. And this 1 won do, becauſe I know we 
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live in an age that hath more need of good examples 


than precepts. And I beſeech that God, who hath ho- 
ee me ſo much as to call me to ſerve at his altar; 
that as by his ſpecial grace he hath put into my heart 
theſe good deſires and reſolutions, ſo he will by his 
aſſiſting grace give me ghoſtly ſtrength to bring the ſame 
to good effect: and that my humble and charitable: life 
may ſo win upon others, as to bring glory to my JESUS, 
zhom I have this day taken for my Maſter and Governor ; and 
am fo proud of his ſervice, that I will always obferve, 
and obey and do his will, and always call him 7eſus my 
Maſter ; and 1 will always contemn my birth, or any 
title or dignity that can be conferred upon me, when I 
ſhall compare them with my title of being a Prieſt, and 
ſerving at the Altar of Jefus my Maſter, | 
And that he did ſo, may appear in many parts of his 
book of Sacred Poems; eſpecially, in that Which he calls 
the Odour. In which he ſeems to rejoice in the thoughts 
of that word Jeſus, and ſay that the adding theſe words, 
My Maſter, to it, and the often repetition of them, ſeemed 
to perfume his mind, and leave an Oriental tragrancy 
in his very breath. And for his untorced choice to 
ſerve at God's Altar, he feems in another place of his 
ems (ine Pearl, Mat. 13.) to rejoice and ſay, “ He 
new the ways of learning; knew what nature does 
willingly; and what when 'tis forced by fire; -knew 
the ways of honor, and when glory inclines the ſoul to 
noble expreſſions; knew the Court; knew the ways of 
Pleaſure, of Love, of Wit, of Muſic, and upon what 
terms lie declined all theſe for the ſervice of his Maſter 
FESUS,; and condudes ſaying, 1 17 1 


That, thro' theſe labyrinths, not my groveling wit, 
But thy ſilk-twiſt, let down from heaven to me; 
Did both conduct, and teach me, how by it, 

| Io climb to thee, 
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3 The third day after he was made Rector of Bemer- 
ton, and had changed his ſword and ſilk cloaths into a 
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canonical coat; he returned fo habited with his friend 
Mr. Woodnot to Bainton: and immediately after he had 
feen and ſaluted his wife, he ſaid to her.“ Yow are 
now a Miniſter's Wife, and muſt now ſo far forget your 
father's houſe, as not to claim a precedence of any of 
3 pariſhioners ; for you are to know, that a Pricit's 
Wife can challenge no precedence or place, but that 


which ſhe purchaſes by her obliging humility; and I 
7 ſare, places ſo purchaſed do beſt become them. 


ind let me tell you, That I am ſo good a herald, as to 


Hure you that this is truth.” And ſhe was ſo meek a 


| Wife, © as to aſſure him it was no vexing news to her, 
and that he ſhould fee her obſerve it with a cheerful 


willingneſs.” And indeed her unforced humility, that 
Itimility that was in her ſo original, as to be born with 
her, made her ſo happy as to do ſo; and her doing ſo 
ſegot her an unfeigned love, and a ſerviceable reſpe& 
tom all that converſed with her; and this love fol- 
lowed her in all places, as inſeparably as ſhadows fol- 


low the ſubſtance in ſunſhine. 

Mr. HER RZA had no ſooner entered upon his 
charge than he haſted to get the Pariſh Church repair- 
ed, to beautify the Chapel which ſtands near his houſe, 


and to repair the Parſonage houſe; the two latter 


works were performed at his own proper charge, and: 

having completed the laſt he cauſed theſe verſes to be 

ſtuck up in his hall. 

Nan To my Succeſſor: 

&« If thou chance for to find 

A new Houſe to thy Mind, 

And built without thy coſt ; 

Be good to the Poor, 

As Gop gives thee Store, 

And then my 9 not loſt.“ 
2 
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The following Ember week he was ardained- Prieſt 
by 97 Hinchman Biſlop. of London, who never menti- 
oned him but with veneration for his excellent life and 
learning. I laid my hands (ſaid he) on Mr. HERBNMA T's 
head, and alas! within leſs than three years lent my 
thoulder to carry my deat friend to his grave.“ 

He had count: d the coſt, and being reſolved to regu- 
ate his conduct with uniform propriety, he ſet down 
his Rules in that order as the world now: {ſees them 

rinted in a little book called the Country Parſon, - His 
3 towards God and Man was a practical com- 
ment on the Rules he preſcribed in that uſeful book. 
A bock ſo full of plain rules that no country parſon 
can ſcarcely be excuſed for not having it, becauſe it will 
direct him what to do, and convince him for not hav- 
ing done it. DT 0 1 oa 
The text for Mr. HzeaBErT's firſt ſermon was from 

the Proverbs, Keep thy heart with all diligence. In this 
diſcourſe he gave his pariſhioners many neceſſary Rules 
for the diſcharge of a good conſcience both to GOD 
and Man, he delivered it in a florid manner with great 
learning and eloquence, but in the cloſe acquainted 
them, That ſhould not be his conſtant way of preach- 
ing, and that he would not fill their heads with unne- 
„ ceflary not ions; but that for their ſake, his language 
« and his expreſſions ſhould be more plain and pratti- 
« cal in his future ſermons.” The texts for his future 
ſermons were conſtantly taken from the Goſpel for the 

day. | | e 

e was decent and regular in his public devotions, 
always appearing with his whole family twice ever 
day at prayers in the chapel. And ſuch was the effe 
of his piety, that moſt of his pariſhioners, and many 

gentlemen of the neighbourhood, conſtantly made a 

part of his congregation, and ſome of the labouring 

claſs would leave their plow when his bell rung to 
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| agar they might join in his adorations to 


on; and would afterward return to the field, think- 
ibg themſelves happier for carrying back to their la- 


Hours the bleſſing of their holy and revered Paſtor; ſo 


werful was his example to perſuade others to a prac- 
tical picty. | | 
But thefe public devotions never occaſioned any 
negle& of his private intercourſe with Gor, nor of 
emily worſhip. Every day's ſanftity was made by 
kim a ſtep towards that kingdom where impurity can- 
not enter. . Hf | | 
Thou fhalt converſe of them by the way, was a command 
Purer Jewiſh Lawgiver reſpecting his ſtatutes. The 
abbler doctrines of Chriſtianity Mr. HERBERT well 
kyew' to be Geferving ſuch a recommendation, and 
therefore in his frequent walks, he embraced the oppor- 
\- 0 to ſpeak on divine ſubjetts to ſuch perſons as he 
Met on the road. Entering into free converſation with 
#pentlctnan he one day overtook, I beg to be excuſed 
(id he) if I aſk ſome account of your faith; and I do 
this the rather, becauſe though you are not of my pa- 
Wi, yet receive Tythe from you by the hand of your 
tenant; and Sir, I am the bolder to do it becauſe I 
know there be ſome {ermon-hearers that be like thoſe 
hes that always live in ſalt-water, and yet are always 


freſh, 


2 Aﬀer this expreſſion he propoſed to him feveral 


Sppoſite queſtions, and having received his anſwer, gave 


him ſuch rules for the trial of his ſincerity, and for a 
Practical piety, and in ſuch a meek and winning man- 
ger, that the gentleman was entirely won with his diſ- 
Hurſe, and often after contrived to throw himſelf in - 
S way. | 

1 Kher pteafing anecdote is related of him. One 
y meeting a neighbouring Miniſter, they entered into 
Enverſation on the he a of the times, and the 
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contempt with which the Clergy were treated, on 
which Mr. HzzszERT took occaſion to fay, „One cure 
for. thefe diſtempers would be for the Clergy them- 
ſelves to keep the Ember-weeks ſtrictly, and beg of 


their pariſhioners to join with them in faſting and 


prayers for a more religious Clergy. | 
And another cure would be for themſelves to re- 


ſtore the great and neglected duty of catechiſing, on 


which the ſalvation of ſo many of the poor and igno- 
rant lay-people does depend ; but priacipally, that the 
Clergy themſelves would be ſure to live unblameably; 
and that the dignified Clergy eſpecially, who preach 
Temperance, would avoid ſurfeiting, and take all occa- 
ſions to expreſs a viſible humility and charity in their 


lives; for, this would force a love and an imitation, 


and an unfeigned reverence from all that knew them: 
(and for proof of this, we need no other teſtimony than 
the Life and Death of Dr. Lake, late Lord Biſhop of 
Bath and Wells.) This (ſaid Mr, HERBERT) would be 


a cure for the wickedneſs and growing atheiſm of our 


age. And, my dear brother, till this be done by us, 
and done in earneſt, let no man expect a reformation of 
the manners of the laity : for 'tis not learning, but this, 
this only that muſt do it; and till4hen the fault muſt 
lic at our doors.” | | p 

- , Attending the private Muſic Meeting at Saliſbury, he 
one day {aw a poor man with a poorer horfe, that was 


fallen under his load; they were both in diſtrefs, and 
needed preſent help; which Mr. HERBERT perceiving, 
put off his canonical coat, and helped the poor man to 


unload, and after to load his horſe : the man bleſt him 


. for it: and he bleſt the poor man, and like the good 
. . Samaritan, he gave him money to refreſh both himſelt 
and his horſe; and told him, That if he loved himſelf, he 
 fhould be merciful to his beaſt. Coming to his muſical 
friends at Saliſbury, they began to wonder that he came 


into company ſo ſoiled and diſcompoſed ; but he told 
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chem the occaſion, And when one of the company had 


told him, He had diſparaged MAS ſo dirty an employ; 


his anſwer was, That the thought 6 
' Brove muſic to him at A and that the omiſſion of it 
* would have upbraided and made diſcord in his conſcience, when- 


what he had done woutltl 


ſoeber he ſhould paſs by that place; for if I be bound to pray 


ar all that be in diſtreſs, I am ſure J am bound ſo far as it is 


In my power to practice what I pray for : And though I do not 
waſh for the lite occaſion 75 day, yet let me tell you, I would 


i not 97. paſs one day 0 


my life without comforting a ſad 


1 ſoul, or ſhewing mercy; and I praiſe GOD for this occaſion: 
And now let's tune our inſtruments. 


Thus did Mr. HERBERT daily take every fair occa- 


ſion to inſtru the ignorant, or comfort the afflicted, 
and always confirmed his precepts by ſhewing humility 


and mercy, and miniſtering grace to the hearets. 
His liberality and bounty to the poor was very great ; 
and he was happy in having a charitably diſpoſed wo- 


man to bis wife, whom he made his almoner, and paid 


into her hands conſtantly a tenth part of his eccleſiaſtical 


revenue, to be by her given to the poor; but this did 
not leſſen his own charities, to which indeed he ſet no 
limits, for he never turned his face from any he ſaw in 
want, as he often went to the mean habitations of his poor 
. neighbours, he informed himſelf perſonally of their 
wants, and relieved them cheerfully if they were in diſ- 
treſs, and would always praife the Gop of all grace 
who bad made him as willing as able to do it. When 
he was adviſed by a friend to be more frugal on the 
probability of his having children of his own to provide 
tor; his anſwer was © I will not fee the danger of want 
ſo far off, but becauſe the Scriptures do ſo commend 
Charity, as to tell us, that Chartty is the top of Chriſtian 
virtues, the covering of fins, the fulfilling of the Law, 
the life of Faith: and that Charity hath a promiſe of the 
bleſſing of this life, and of a reward in that life which 
is to come; becaule theſe, and more excellent things are 
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in the Scriptures ſpoken of thee, O Charuy ; and that all 


my: tithes, and church-dues ate a deodate from thee, O 5 
my Gop ! Make me, O my Gop, fo far to truſt thy pro- 


miſe as to return them back to thee; and by thy grace 


I will do ſo, in diſtributing them to any of thy poor 


members that are in diſtreſs, or do but bear the imago 


of Jeſus my Maſter. Sir, {ſaid he to his friend) my 


wife hath a competent maintenance ſecured. her alter. 
my death, and therefore as this is my prayer, ſo this 


my reſolution ſhall by Gon's grace be unalterable.“ 
This is a ſlight ſketch of the active part of his life, 


— 938 


in which he continued exerciſing himſelf to godlineſ till a 
conſumption ſo weakened him as to confine him to his 


houſe, or to the chapel, which almoſt joins it, in which 
he continued to read prayers conſtantly twice every day, 
though he was very weak; in one of which times of 
his reading, his wife obſerved him to read iu pain, and 


— 


old him fo, and that it waſted his ſpirits, and weakx- 
ned him; and he confeſſed it, but ſaid, his life could 


not be better ſpent than in the ſervice of his Maſter Je- 


dus, who had done and ſuffered ſo much for him. But, 


/aid he, I will not be wilful, for though my ſpirit be 
willing yet my fleſh is weak; and, therefore, Mr. Bol- 


ock ſhall be appointed to read prayets for me to- 
morrow, and I will now be only a hearer of them, till 


this mortal ſhall put on immortality, : 

To a pious cle:gyman who had called on him, when 
Harting, he ſaid, ** Sir, I pray give my brother Farrer an 
account of the decaying condition of my body, and tell 
bim, I beg him to continue his daily prayers for me: 


and let him know, that I have conſidered, That Gop 


only is what be would be, and that I am by his grace 


become now. fo like him, as to be pleaſed with what 


pleaſeth him, and tell him, that I do not repine, but am 


leaſed with my waut of health; and tell hun, my heart | 


is fixed on that place where true joy is only to be 


found; and that L long to be there, and do wait for 
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my appointed change with hope and patience,” Having 
ſaid this, he did with ſo ſweet a humility as ſeemed to 


exalt him, bow down to Mr. Duncan, and with a 
- thoughtful and contented look ſay to him, „Sir, I pray 


deliver this little hook to my dear brother Farrer, and 


IIS 


— 


* 


n 


£ | 


tell him, he ſhall find in it a picture of the many ſpiri- 
tual conflicts that have paſt betwixt Gop and my ſoul, 
before I could fubje& mine to the will of Jeſus my 
Maſter : in whoſe ſervice I have now found perfect 


freedom; defire him to read it; and then, if he can 


think it may turn to the advantage of any dejected poor 
ſoul, let it be made public: if not, let him burn it: 
for I and it are leſs than the leaſt of Gop's mercies.“ 
Thus meanly did this humble man think of this excel- 


lent Book, which now bears the name of The TemrLE: 


or, Sacred Poems, and Private Ejaculations; of which 
Mr. Farrer would ſay, ** There was in it the Picture of 
a divine ſoul in every page; and that the whole book 
was ſuch an harmony of holy paſſions, as would enrich 
the world with pleaſure and piety.” And it appears to 
have done lo 25 there have been more than twenty 
thouſand of them ſold ſince the firſt impreſſion. 

When Mr. Farrer {ent this Book to Cambridge to be 
licenſed for the preſs, the Vice-Chancellor would by no 
means allow the two ſo much noted verſes, 


1 ſtands a ti p-toe in our land, 
Read) to paſs to the American Strand 


to be printed; and Mr. Farrer would by no means 
allow the Book to be printed, and want them: But, 
after ſome time, and ſome arguments for and againſt 
their being made public, the Vice-Chancellor ſaid,; I knew 
Mr. HErBERT well, and know that he had many hea- 
venly ſpeculations, and was a Divine Poet; but I hope 
the world will not take him to be an inſpired Piophet, 
and therefore I licenſe the whole Book:“ So that it 
came to be printed, without the diminution or addi. 


e 
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tion of a ſyllable, ſince it was delivered into the hands 
of Mr. Duncan. 

To his friends he would often ſay, “I now look 
back upon the pleaſures of my life paſt, and ſee the 
content I have taken in beauty, in wit, in muſic, and 
pleaſant converſation, are now all paſt by me, like a 
dream, or as a ſhadow that returns not, and are now all 
become dead to me, or I to them; and I ſee that as 
my father and generation hath done before me, ſo I 


allo ſhall now fuddenly (with Job) make my bed alſo 


in the dark; arid 4 praiſe Gop I am prepared for it; 
and I praiſe him, that I am not to learn patience, now 
I ſtand in ſuch need of it; and that I have practiſed 
mortification, and endeavoured to die daily, that I 


might not die eternally; and my hope is, that I ſnal! 
ſhortly leave this valley of tears, and be free from all 


fevers and pain: and which will be a more happy 
condition, I ſhall be free from fin, and all the tempta- 


tions and anxieties that attend it; and this being paſt, 
I ſhall dwell in the New Jeruſalem, dwell there with 


men made perfect, dwell where theſe eyes ſhall ſee my 


Maſter and Saviour Jeſus; and with him ſee my dear 


Mother, and all my relations and 'friends.——But I 


muſt die, or not come to that happy place: and this is 
my content, that I am going daily towards it, and that. 
every day which I have lived hath taken a part of my | 


appointed time from me, and that I ſhall live the leſs 


time, for having lived this and the eas Theſe and 


the like expreſſions, which he uttered often, may be 


{aid to be his enjoyment of heaven, before he enjoyed 
it,—The Sunday before his death, he roſe ſuddenly 
from his bed or couch, called for one of his inſtru- 
ments, took it into his hand, and ſfaid—My Gop, my 
Gon, | 
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. My muſic ſhall find thee, 


And every ſtring 


: 4 Shall have his attribute to ſing, 


8 
Aud having tuned it, he played and ſung : 
5 


i The Sundays of man's life, 


* Threaded together on Time's ſtring, 
; Make bracelets, to adorn the wife 
+" Of the eternal glorious King ; 
75 On Sundays, Heaven's door ſtands ope; 
3 Bleſſings are plentiful and rife; 


* 1 More plentiful than hope. 
I Thus he continued meditating, and praying, and re- 
ing, till the day of his death; and on that day ſaid 


Mr. Moodnot, My dear friend, I am ſorry I have 
"nthing to preſent to my merciful Gop but fin and 
-millery ; but the firſt is pardoned ; and a few hours 


Bl now put a period to the latter; for I ſhall ſud- 
N ly g9 hence and be no more ſeen.” Upon which 
Preſſion, Mr. W/codnot took occaſion to remember 
181 of the re-edifying Layton Church, and his many 
acts of mercy; to which he made anſwer, ſaying, © They 


| -- Fas works, if they be ſprinkled with the blood of 
r 


Iri{t, and not otherwiſe.” After this diſcourſe he be- 
Mme more reſtleſs, and his ſoul ſeemed to be weary of 

ex earthly tabernacle; and this uneaſineſs became ſo 
villble, that his wife, his three nieces, and Mr. Woods 
not, ſtood conſtantly about his bed, beholding him with 
ſorrow, and an unwillingneſs to loſe the fight of him 
whom they could not hope to ſee much longer,—As 
they {tood thus beholding him, his wife obſerved him 
to Þreathe faintly, and with much trouble, and obſerved 
bim to fall into a ſudden agony ; which ſo ſurpriſed 
her, that ſhe fell into a ſudden paſſion, and required of 
him to know, how he did? To which his anſwer was, 
That he had paſt a conflict with his laſt enemy, and 
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had overcome him, by the merits of his Maſter jeſus“ WM 
After which anſwer, he looked up and ſaw his wife and 
nieces weeping to an extremity, and charged them, 


If they loved him to withdraw into the next roo, 
and there pray every one alone for him; for nothin; 
but their lamentations could make his death uncomtor- 
table” To which requeſt their fighs and tears would 


not ſuffer them to make any reply: but they vielded & 
him a ſad obedience, leaving only Mr. Woodnot aud 
Mr. Boſtock. Immediately after they had left him, h: 
ſaid to Mr. Boſtock, Pray, Sir, open that door, then # 
look into that cabinet, in which you may eaſily find my 
laſt will, and give it into my hand; which being done, 2 


he delivered it into the hand ot Mr. Woodnot, and 


faid, “ My old friend, I here deliver you my laſt will, 
in which you will find that I have made you my ſol: 
Executor for the good of my wife and nieces; and | Wl 
deſire you to ſhew kindneſs to them, as they ſhall need Ma 
it; I do not defire you to be juſt, for I know you wi!l 8 
be ſo for your own ſake; But I charge you, by te 
Religion of our Friendſhip, to be careful of them.“ 
And having cbtained Mr, Woodnot's promiſe to be ſo, 
he ſaid, ** 1 am now ready to die:“ After Which 


words he ſaid, Lord, forſake me not now my ſtrengch 
faileth me : but grant me mercy, for the merits of my 
eſus; and now Lord, Lord now receive my foul.” 
And with thoſe words breathed forth his divine {ou!, 
without any apparent diſturbance: Mr. Woodnot and 
Mr. Boſtock, attending his laſt breath, and cloſing 11: 
eyes. 
Thus he lived znd thus he died like a Saint, ur- 
ſpotted by the worla, full of alms-deeds, full of hun: 
lity, and all the examples of a virtuous life. 
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Late Ox ATOR of the University of CAMBRIDGE. 


5 75 ee . . , ee 


— * 
— 
— 8 a 


— 
. ˙ 9 Pr I a eng 


MEMORIAL 


TO THE 
Honorable GEORGE HERBERT, 


SACRED POEMS, 
Who died about Anno 16335 


RE? o'er theſe Raptures with a curious eye, 
You muſt conclude this eagle ſoared high : 
Montgomery Caſtle was the place where he 
Had his firſt breathing and nativity. 
Of that Moſt Noble Houſe this hero came, 
Who left the world this legacy of tame. 
Great Saint. unto thy memory and ſhrine 
I owe all veneration, ſave divine, 
For thy rare Poems, Piety and Pen 
Speak thee no leſs than miracle of men. 
The Graces all, both moral and divine, 
In thee concenter, and with thee combine: 
Theſe ſacred leſſons. ſet to thy ſweet lute, 
Was muſic that would make Apollo mute: | 
Nay. all thoſe warbling chanters of the ſpring 
Woula fit half tame, to hear Arion ſing. 
What province hath produced a greater ſoul 
Between the artique and 1 pole, 

2 
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Than Wales hath done? where HERBERIT's Church ſhall be 
A laſting pyramid for him and thee. | 
What Father of a Church can you rehearſe, 

That gain'd more ſouls to God, 'twixt proſe and verſe ? 
What orator had more magnetic itrains, 

What Poet ſuch a fancy, pen or brains, 

In our great heirarchy ? Shew me the man, 

That ſang more ſadly than this dying Swan, 

This bird of paradiſe, this Glowworm bright, 

This Philomel, this glory of the night. 

Seeing the deluge rage, the clouds {till dark, 
Reſtleſs below, return'd up tothe ark, 

This ſacred dove, before he ſcal'd the ſkies, 
Rarely ſet forth, the world's great ſacrifice; 

A melting POEM, all the reſt ſo high, 

That the dull world may learn to live and die. 
Never did pen humane, or hearing brain, 
Expreſs or vent ſuch a ſeraphic ſtrain. 

You that are Poets born, contend and ſtrive, 

In ſpite of death, dead HERBERT to revive. 
Bring wreaths of larick, an immortal tree, 

To Salem's ſacred hill, for obſequy. 

Parnaſſus mount was never ſo divine, 

To turn the muſes water into wine. 

The Delplnan Poet went from thence to Rome, 

And there was entertain'd as Major Dome ; 

And tho' the Biſhop, and his Clerks do boaſt, 

That old falſe Prophet there doth rule the roaſt. 

A laſting ſpring of blood ſprings near that hill, 
There he did bathe ; there you your vials fill. 
»Twill melt your hearts, to view thoſe deſolations: 
Yet from that ſpring flows higheſt inſpirations. 
Therein your annals ſuch encomiums bring 

To his Memorial, as the doves in ſpring. 
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Such moan as Egypt's Vice-Roy once did make 
At Abel-Mizraim tor his father's ſake. | 
Make your ſhrill trumpets ; from that thorny hill, 

- Benhinnon's vallies with amazement fill. 

To the ſepulchre go, there ſacrifice 

The diſtillations of your hearts and eyes. 

Wben you depart, fall down and kiſs that land, 
Where once his Maſter's ſac red feet did ſtand. 
No art or engine can you ſafely truſt 

To poliſh him, but his own ſacred duſt. 

Nor can you paint or pencil him too high, 

That liv'd and dy'd without an enemy; 

That left behind him this admired tomb, 

But no Eliſia in Ehak's room. 
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Honorable CEORCE HERBERT. : 


OU weeping marbles, Monuments we truſt, 
As well with the injurious as the juſt, 
When your great truſt at laſt ſhall be reſign'd, 
And when his noble dult ſhall be refin'd: 
You ſhall more gold, myrrh, frankincenſe return, 
Than ſhall be found in great Auguſtus urn, 


He was the Wonder of a better age, 

Th” Eclipſe of this, of empty heads the rage, 
Phoenix ot Wales, of his great name the glory, 

A | hems above all veile, beyond all ſtory. 

A Plant of Paradiſe; which, in a word, 

Worms ne'er ſhall wither, as they did the gourd. 
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Go you unborn bedew dear Herbert's tomb; 

No more ſuch babes are in Dame Nature's womb. 
No more ſuch blazing Comets ſhall appear, 

Nor leave fo happy influences here, 

Go thaw your hearts at his celeſtial fire, 

And what you cannot comprehend admire, 


Go you dark poems, dark even as the ſkies, 


Make the ſcales fall from our dark dazzling eyes. 
Mirrors were made to mend, not mar our fight, 
Glow-worms to glitter in th? moſt gloomy night. 
About thoſe glorious regions he is fled, 

Where once Saint Paul was rapt and laviſhed. 


Here a Divine. Prophet and Poet lies, 
That laid up Manna for poſterities. 


P. D. E59. 


The Church Militant. 


HE Church's progreſs is a maſter-piece, 
Limn'd to the life, of Egypt, Rome, and Greece; 

Wherein he gives the conclave {ſuch a blow, 
They ne'er receiv'd from either friend or foe, 
England and France do bear an equal ſhare 
In his piedictions, which time will declare; 
Here's height of malice, here's prodigious luſt, 
Impudent ſnining, cruelty, diltruſt ; 
Here's block ingratitude, here's pride and fcorn, 
Hete's damned Haths, that cauſe the land to mourn ; 
And here s$ oppreſſion, marks of future bane, 
And here's hypocriſy the counter-pane. 
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Here's love of guzneas, curſed root of all, 
And here's Religion turn'd up to the wall: 
And could we ſee with Herbert's eagle eyes 
Without checkmate Religion weſtward flies. 
A moſt ſad ſacrifice was made of late 

Of God's poor lambs by Pha riſaic hate, 

For diſcipline with doctrine ſo to jar, 

Was juſt like bringing juſtice to the bar. 

Was 1t the will, or judginent, or commands, 
Of the great Pilot for to paſs the ſands; 

Well may we hope, that our quick-ſighted ſtat- 
Will take God's grievance into a debate, 
Cathedral Prieſts long ſince have laid about 
Hammer and tongs, to drive Religion out, 
Her grace and majeſty makes them ſo 'freid, 
They c1y content, and ſo eſpouſe her maid. 
She's decent, lovely, chaſte, divine they ſay, 
She loves their ſous, that ſing our fins away. 
Could we but count the thouſanils every year, 
Theſe dreams confume, the muſic is too dear. 
When Eli's ſons made luxury their God, 

Their widows nam'd their poſthumes Icabod. 

They both were ſlain, God's ſacred Ark was loſt, 
Tho' they had with 14 a moſt mighty hoſt. 

Well may ingratitude make us all mourn ; 
Pearls we receive, poor peebles we return. 
Now Sein is ſwallowing Tiber; if the Thames, 
By letting in them both pollute her ſtreams ; 
Or if the Seers ſhall convive or wink, 
Beware the Thunderbolt; Migremus hinc, 

O let me die, and not ſurvive to ſee 

Before my death Religion's obſequy. 
Religion and dear Truth will prove at lengt! 
The Alpha and Omega of our ſtrength ; 
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Our Boaz, our Jachin, our Great Britain's glory, | 
Look'd on by owls -$ a romantic ſtory. | 
Our Cloud, that comes behind us in the day, | 
Night's fiery Pillar, to direct our way, | 
Our chariots, ſhips and horſemen, to withſtand 

The fury of our foes by ſea or land, 

Our eyes may ſee, as hath been ſeen before, \ - 
Religion's foes lie floating on the ſhore : | 
The head of England's Church proud Babels, but 

Will Faith defend, and Peace will Janus ſhut. 


Adversus Im pra. 
Anno 1670. 


THE DEDICATION, 


FORD, my firſt Fruits preſent themſelves to thee ; 
a Yet not mine neither; for from thee they came, 
And muſt return. Accept of them and me, | 
And make us ſtrive. who ſhall fins beſt thy name. 
Turn their eyes hither, who ſhall make a gain; 


Tleirs, who ſhall hurt themſelves or me, refrain. 
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Per:irhanterium. 


7 1 HOU, whoſe ſweet youth and early hopes enhance 
Thy rate and price, and mark thee for a treaſure; 
- Hearken unto a Verſer, who may chance 
Rhyme thee to good, and make a bait of pleaſure : 
A Verſe may find him Who a Sermon flies, 
And turn delight into a ſacrifice, 


2 Bewars of luſt, it doth pollute and ſoul 
Whom God in baptiſm waſh'd with his own blood; 
It blots the leſſon written in thy ſoul : 
The holy lines cannot be underſtood. 
How dare thoſe cyes upon a Bible look, 
Much leſs towards God, whoſe luſt is all their book? 


Wholly abſtain, or wed. Thy bounttous Lord 

Ailows thee choice of paths: take no bye-ways, 

But gladly welcome what he doth afford; 

Not grudging that thy luſt hath bounds and ſtays. 
Continence hath his joy: weigh both, and fo 
If rottenneſs have more, let Heaven go. 


If God had laid all common, certainly 

Man would have been th' enclofer ; but ſince now 

God hath impal'd us, on the contrary 

Man breaks the fence, and every ground will plow, 
O what were man, might he himfelf miſplace! 
Sure to be croſs, he would ſhift fect and face. 
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Drink not the third glaſs, which thou can'ſt not tame, 
When once it is within thee ; but before, 


May'ſt rule it, as thou liſt; and pour the ſhame, 1 
Which it would pour on thee, upon the floor. Butt 
It is moſt juſt to throw that on the ground, Le 
Which would throw me there, if I keep the round + * 
He that is drunken, may his mother kill, | Whe 
Big with his ſiſter: He hath loſt the reins, Omi 
Is out-law'd by himſelf: All kind of ill Pick 
Did with his liquor flide into his veins. He 
The drunkard forfeits man, and doth deveſt WB; 
All worldly right, fave what he hath by beaſt. Ss V 
Shall I, to pleaſe another's wine-ſprung mind, - WThe 
Loſe all mine own ? God hath giv'n me a . | Bec 
Short of his Can and Body: muſt I find | For 
A pain in that, wherein he finds a pleaſure ? -Oc 
Stay at the third glaſs: If thou loſe thy hold, 11 
Then thou art modeſt, and the wine grows bold, _ 1 
If reaſon move not gallants, quit the room; | Lie 
All in a ſnipwreck ſhift their ſeveral way: Th 
Let not a common ruin thee intomb: 5 Co 
Be not a beaſt in courteſy ; but ſtay, Th 


Stay at the third cup, or forego the place, 
Wine above all things doth God's ſtamp deface. 


Fl: 
Yet, if thou fin in wine or wantonneſs, FI. 
Boaſt not thereof, nor make thy ſhame thy glory, B) 
Frailty gets pardon by ſubmiſſiveneſs. 11 
But he that boaſts, ſhuts that out of his ſtory: A; 


He makes flat war with God, and doth defy, 
With his poor clod of earth the ſpacious ſky. 


und 


Take not his Name, who made thy mouth, in vaia ; 
I t gets thee nothing, and hath no excuſe. 

Luſt and wine plead a pleaſure, avarice gain: 

But the cheap ſwearer through his open ſluce 
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Let his ſoul run for nought, as little fearing : 
Were I an Epicure, I could bate ſwearing, 


wv hen thou doſt tell another's jeſt, therein 
Omit the oaths, which true wit cannot need: 
Pick out of tales the mirth, but not the fin, 
He pares his apple that will cleanly feed. 


Play not away the virtue of that name, 
Which is the beſt ſake, when griefs make thee tame. 


The cheapeſt ſins molt dearly puniſh'd are; 


Becauſe to ſhun them alſo is ſo cheap: 


For we have wit to mark them, and to ſpare. 
O crumble not away thy ſouls fair heap, 


If thou wilt die, the gates of Hell are broad: 
Pride and full ſins have made the way a road. 


Lie not; but let thy heart be true to God, 


Thy mouth to it, thy actions to them both: 


_ Cowards tell hes, and thoſe that fear the rod; 


The ſtormy working ſoul ſpits lies and froth. 
Date to be true. Nothing can need a lie: 
A fault, which needs it moſt, grows two thereby, 


Fly idleneſs, which yet thou canſt not fly 


By drefling, miſtreſſing, and complement. 
If thoſe take up thy day. the Sun will cry 


Againſt thee : For his light was only lent, 
God gave the ſoul brave wings; put not thoſe fcathers 
Into a bed to ſleep out all ill weathers, 
B 2 
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Art thoy a Magiſtrate ? then be "gg 

If ſtudious, copy fair what time hath blurr'd; 

Redeem truth from his jaws : If foldier, 

Chaſe brave employments with a naked ſword ö 
Throughout the world. Fool not, for all may have, Whe 
If they dare try, a glorious life or grave, | 


wW 
O England, full of fin, but moſt of ſloth! 1 
Spit out thy phlegm, and fill thy breaſt with glory : Do: 
Thy Gent ry bleats, as if thy nat ive cloth | _Jhir 
Transfus'd a ſheepiſhnels into thy ſtory : Sim] 
Not that they all are ſo; but that the moſt Give 
Are gone to graſs, and in the paſture loſt, V 
| V 
This loſs ſprings chiefly from our education. | 
Some till their ground, but let weeds choke their ſon, Loo 
Some mark a partridge, never their child's faſhion : Tho 
Some ſhip them over, and the thing is done. Car 
Study this art, make it thy great deſign; Wh 
And if God's image move thee not, let thine. 1 
Some great eſtates provide, but do not breed : 

A maſt'ring mind; ſo both are loſt thereby: Slig 
Or elſe they breed them tender, make them need Thc 
All that they leave: This is flat poverty, Hou 

For he that needs five thouſand pounds to live, Ent 
Is full as poor as he that needs but five. 1 
V 

The way to make thy ſon rich, is to fill | 
His mind with reſt before his trunk with riches; Wh 
For wealth without contentment climbs a hill, An 
To feel thoſe tempeſts which fly over ditches. Ma 
But if thy ſon can make ten pounds his meaſure, Wh 


Then all thou addeſt may be call'd his treaſure. 1 


| Be ſure to do it, though it be but ſmall: 
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| 1 Vhen thou doſt purpoſe ought within thy pow 5 


Conſtancy knits the bones, and makes us tower, 

When wanton pleaſures becken us to thrall. 
Who breaks his own bond, forfeiteth himſelf ; 
What nature made a ſhip, he makes a ſhelf, 


Do all things like a man, not ſneakingly : 
Think the king ſees thee ſtill; for his King does. 
Simp'ring is but a lay-hypocriſy: 
'Give it a corner, and the clue undoes. 
Who fears to do ill, ſets himſelf to taſk : 
Who fears to do well, ſure ſhovld wear to malk. 


Look to thy mouth: Diſeaſes enter there, 
Thou haſt two ſconſes, if thy ſtomach call; 
Carve, or diſcourſe; do not a famine fear. 
Who carves, is kind to two; who talks, to all. 
Look on meat, think it dirt, then eat a bit: 
And ſay with all, Earth to Earth I commit. 


Slight thoſe who ſay amidſt their ſickly healths, 
Thou liv'ſt by rule. What doth not ſo but men? 
Houſes are built by rule, and Common-wealths. 
Entice the truſty ſun, if that you can, 

From his ecliptick line; becken the ſky. 

Who lives by rule then keeps good company. 


Who keeps no guard upon himſelf, is ſlack, 
And rots to nothing at the next great thaw. 
Man is a ſhop of rules, a well-truſs'd pack. 

- Whole every paicel under-writes a law. 

Loſe not thyſelt, nor give thy humours way 
God gave them to thee under lock and key, 
B3 
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By all means uſe ſometimes to be alone. 
Salute thyſelf ; Sce what thy ſoul doth wear. 
Dare to look in thy cheſt ; for ' tis thy own: 


And tumble up and down what thou find'ſt there. A ki 

Who cannot reſt till he good fellows find, . 

He breaks up houſe, turns out of doors his mind. * 

Be thrifty, but not covetous: Therefore give Sper 

Thy need, thine honour, and thy friend his due. Pot 

Never was {craper brave man. Get to l ive: Wo! 

| Then live, and uſe it: Elſe it is not true Ane 
| That thou haſt gotten. Surely uſe alone — "_ C 
| Makes money not a contemptible ſtone. 1 
Never exceed thy income. Youth may make . 
| Ev'n with the year: But age, if it will hit, Wi 
| Shoots a bow ſhort, and leſſens ſtill his ſtake, Say 
| As the day leſſens, and his life with it. But 
Thy Child ren, Kindred, Friends upon thee call; ! 

| Before thy journey fairly part with all. ®K 
Yet in tby thriving ſtill miſdoubt ſome evil; Pl 

| Leſt gaining gain on thee, and make thee dim T] 
Y To all things elſe. Wealth is the conjurer's devil; pe 
l Whom when he thinks he hath, the devil hath him. Se 


| Gold thou may'ſt ſafely touch; but if it ſtick 
| Unto thy hands, it woundeth to the quick, 


' What ſkills it, if a bag of ſtones or gold 
About thy neck do drown thee ? raiſe thy head; 
Take ſtars for money; ſtars not to be told 
By any art, yet to be purchaſed. 
None is ſo waſteful as the ſcraping dame; 
She loſeth three for one; her ſoul, reſt, tame. 
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® v1 no means run in debt: Take thine own meaſure, 
Who cannot live on twenty pounds a year, 
Cannot on forty : He's a man of pleaſure, 
A kind of thing that's for itſelf too dear. 
The curious unthrift makes his clothes too wide, 
And ſpares himſelf, but would his tailor chide, 


Spend not on hopes. They that by pleading clothes 
Do fortunes ſeek, when worth and ſervice fail, 
Would have their tale believed for their oaths, 
And are like empty veſſels under ſail. 

Old courtiers know this: Therefore ſet out ſo, 
As all the day thou may'ſt hold out to go. 


In clothes cheap hand ſomeneſs doth bear the bell. 
Wiſdom's a trimmer thing than ſhop e're gave. 
Say not then, This with that lace will do well; 

: But this with my diſcretion will be brave. 
Much curiouſneſs is a perpctual wooing, 
Nothing with labour, folly long a doing. 


Play not for gain, but ſport. Who plays for more 
Than he can loſe with pleaſure takes his heart: 

Perhaps his wife's too, and whom ſhe hath bore : 
Servants and churches alſo play their part. 

Only a herald, who that way doth paſs, 

Finds his crack*d name at length in the church-giaſe. 


If yet thou love game at ſo dear a rate, 
Lez1n this, that hath old gameſters dearly coſt : 
Doſt loſe ? riſe up: Doſt win? riſe in that ſtate. 
Who ftrive to fit out loſing hands are loſt. 
Game is a civil gunpowder, in peace 
Blowing uv houſes with their whole encreaſe. 
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In converſation boldneſs now bears ſway. 
But know that nothing can ſo fooliſh be, 
As empty boldneſs : Therefore firſt aſſay 
To ſtuff thy mind with ſolid bravery ; 
Then march on gallant : Get ſubſtantial worth, 
Boldneſs gilds finely, and will ſet it forth. 


Be ſweet to all. Is thy complexion ſow'r ? 

Then keep ſuch company; make them thy allay : 
Get a ſharp wife, a ſervant that will low'r. 

A {tumbler ſtumbles leaſt in rugged way. 


Command thyſelf in chief. He life's war knows, 


Whom all his paſſions follow as he goes. 


Catch not at quarrels, He that dares not ſpeak 

Plainly and home, 1s coward of the two. 

Think not thy fame at every twitch will break: 

By great deeds ſhew, that thou canſt little do; 
And do them not: that ſhall thy wiſdom be; 
And change thy temperance into bravery. _ 


If that thy fame with every toy be pos'd, 

*Tis a thin web, which poiſonous fancies make ; 

But the great ſoldier's honor was compos'd 

Of thicker ſtuff, which would endure a ſhake. 
Wiſdom picks friends ; civility plays the reſt, 
Atoy ſhun'd cleanly paſſeth with the beſt. 


Laugh not too much: the witty man laughs leaſt ; 


For wit is news only to ignorance. 
| eſs at thy own things laugh; leſt in the jeſt 
Thy perſon ſhare, aud the conceit advance. 
Make not thy ſport abuſes : for the fly, 
That feeds on dung, is coloured thereby, 
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Pick out of mirth, like ſtones out of thy ground, 
Profaneneſs, filthineſs, abuſiweneſs. 

Theſe are the ſcum, with which courſe Wits abound ; 
The fine may ſpare theſe well, yet not go leſs, 


All things are big with jeſt: nothing that's plain 
But may be witty, it thou halt the vein, 


Wit's an unruly engine, wildly ſtriking 

Sometimes a friend, ſometimes the engineer; . 
—Haſt thou the knack? pamper it not with liking : 
But if chou want it, buy it not too dear. 


Many affecting wit beyond their power, 


Have got to be a dear fool for an hour. 


A ſad wiſe valour is the brave complexion, 
That leads the van, and ſwallows up the cities. 
The gigler is a milk-maid, whom infection 
Or a fir'd beacon frighteth from his ditties. 


Then he's the ſport : the miith chen in him reſts, 
And the ſad man is cock of all his jeſts. 


Towards great perſons uſe reſpective boldneſs : 


That temper gives them theirs, and yet doth take 


Nothing from thine. In ſervice, care, or coldneſs, 


Doth ratably thy fortunes mar or make. 


Feed no man in his ſins: for adulation 
Doth make the parcel-devil in damnation. 


| i 201 2 „% 
Envy not greatneſs: for thou mak'ſt thereby , * 
Thyſelt the worſe, and ſo the diſtance greater. g, 4:4. 


Be not thine own worm: Yet ſuch Jealouſy, * 


As hurts not others, but may make thee better, 
Is a good ſpur. Correct thy paſſions' ſpite ; 
Then may the beaſts draw thee to happy light, 
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| Yet be not ſurety, if thou be a father. 
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When baſeneſs is exalted, do not bate 
The place its honour for the perſon's ſake. 
The ſhrine is that which thou doſt venerate ; 
And not the beaſt, that bears it on his back. 
I care not tho' the cloth of ſtate ſhould be 
Not of rich arras, but mean tapeſtry. 


Thy friend put in thy boſom ; Wear his eyes 11 
Still in thy heart, that he may ſee what's there. 11 
If cauſe require, thou art his ſacrifice; _ 1 
Thy drops of blood muſt pay down all his fear; 8 


But love is loſt, the way of friendſhip's gone, 
Tho* David had his Jonathan, Chriſt his Jun. 


Love is a perſonal debt. I cannot give 

My children's right, nor ought he take it: Rather 

Both friends ſhould die, than hinder themto live. 
Fathers firſt enter bonds to nature's ends; 

And are her ſureties, e'er they are a friend's. 
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If thou be ſingle, all thy good and ground 

Submit to love; but yet not more than all. 

Give one eſtate, as one life. None is bound 

To work for two, who brought himſelf to thrall. 
God made me one man; love makes me 10 more, 
Till labour come and make my weakneſs (core, 


In thy diſcourſe, if thou deſire to pleaſe, 
All ſuch is courteous, uſeful, new, or witty, 
Uſefulneſs comes by labour, wit by eaſe; 
Courteſy grows in court, news in the city, 
Get a good ſtock of theſe, then draw the card 
That ſuits him beſt, of whom thy ſpeechis heard. 
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Entice all neatly to what they know beſt ; 

For ſo thou doſt thyſelf and him a pleaſure; 

But a proud ignorance will loſe his reſt, 

Rather than ſhew his cards: ſteal from his treaſures 
What to aſk further. Doubts well rais'd, do lock 
The ſpeaker to thee, and preſerve thy ſtock. 


if thou be maſter-gunner, ſpend not all 
That thou canſt ſpeak at once; but huſband it, 
And give men turns of ſpeech ; Do not foreſta! 
By laviſhneſs thine own and others wit, 
As if thou mad'ſt thy will. A civil gueſt 
Will no more talk all, than eat all the feaſt. 


Be calm in arguing : For fierceneſs makes 
Error a fault, and truth diſcourteſy. 
Why ſhould I feel another man's miſtakes 
More than his ſickneſſes or poverty ? 
In love I ſhould ; but anger is not love, 
Nor wiſdom neither; therefore gently move. 


Calmneſs is great advantage: He that lets 

Another chafe, may warm him at bis fire: 

Mark all his wand' rings, and enjoy his . ; 

As cunning fencers ſuffer heat to tire. 
Truth dwells not in the clouds: The bow that's there 
Doth often aim at, never hit the ſphere. 


Mark what another ſays ; For many are 
Fall of themſelves, and anſwer their own notion, 
Take all into thee ; then with equal care, 
Balance each dram of reaſon, like a potion. 
If truth be with thy friend, be with them both ; 
Share in the conqueſt, and confeſs a troth. 
B 5 
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Be uſeful where thou liveſt, chat they may 
Both want and wiſh thy pleaſing preſence ſtill. 


Kindneſs, good parts, great places, are the way 
To compaſs this. Find out men's wants and will, 
And meet them there. All worldly joys ul leſs 


To the one joy of doing kindneſſes. 
Pitch thy behaviour low, thy project kinks 


So ſhalt thou humble and magnanimous be : 

Sink not in ſpirit; who aimeth at the ſky, 

Shoots higher much, than he that means a tree, 
A grain of glory mix'd with humbleneſs 
Cures both a fever, and lethargicneſs. 


Let thy mind ſtill be bent, Kill plotting where, 


And when, and how the buſineſs may be done. 
Slackneſs breeds worms; but the ſure traveller, 


Though he alights ſometimes, {till goeth on. 
Active and ſtirring ſpirits live alone. 
Write on the others, Here lies ſuck an one. 


Slight not the ſmalleſt loſs, whether it be 
In love or honour; take account of all: 
Shine like the ſun in every corner; See 
Whether they ſtock of credit {well or fall. 
Who ſay, I care not, thoſe I give for loſt; 


And to inſtruct them, *twill not quit the coſt. . 


Scorn no man's love, though of a mean degree; 
Love is a preſent for a mighty King ; 
Much leſs make any one thine enemy, 
As guns deſtroy, ſo may a little ſling. 
The cunning workman never doth refuſe 
The meaneſt tool, that he may chance to uſe, 
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All foreign wiſdom doth amount to this, 
To take all that is given; whether wealth, 
Or love, or language, nothing comes amifs; 
A good digeſtion turneth all to health: 
And then, as far as fair behaviour may, 
Strike off all ſcores ; none are ſo clear as they. 


Keep all thy native good, and naturalize 
All foreign of that name; but ſcorn their ill. 
Embrace their activeneſs, nor vanities. 
Who follows all things, forfeiteth his will. 
It thou oblerveſt ſtrangers in each fit, 
In time they'll run thee out of all thy wit. 


Affect in things about thee cleanlineſs, 

That all may gladly board thee, as a flower, 

Slovens take up their ſtock of noitomeneſs 

Beforehand, and anticipate their laſt hour. 
Let thy minds ſweetneſs have its operation 
Upon thy body, clothes, and habitation. 


In alms regard thy means, and others merit. 
Think heav'n a better bargain, than to give 
Only thy ſingle market-money tor it. 
oin hands with God to make a man to live. 
Give to all ſomething ; to a good poor man, 
Till thou change names, and be where he began, 


Man is God's image; but a poor man is 

Chriſt's ſtamp to boot ; both images regard. 

God reckons for bim, counts the tavour his, 

Write, So much giv'n to God; thou ſha.t be nearc, 
Let thy alms go before, and Keep heav'n's gate 
Open for thee ; or both may come too late. 
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Reſtore to God his due in tithe and time; 

A tithe purloin'd, cankers the whole eſtate, 

Sundays obſerve ; Think when the bells do chime, 

*Tis angels muſic; therefore come not late. 5 
| God then heads. bleſlings; if a King did ſo, 5 
q Who would not haſte, nay give, to ſee the ſhow? _ 'L 
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=_ Twice on the day his dew is underſtood, 

5 For all the week thy feod ſo oft he gave thee. 

| Thy cheer is mended ; bate not of the food, 

Becauſe 'tis better, and perhaps may ſave thee. 
Thwart not th' Almighty God; O be not cro/;, 
Faſt when thou wilt, but then *tis gain, not loſs. 
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Though private prayer be a brave deſign, 
Yet public hath more promiſes, more love; 
| And love's a weight to hearts, to eyesa ſign, I 
[ll We all are but cold ſuitors ; let us move 

n Where it is warmeſt. Leave thy ſx and ſeven; 
Pray with the moſt; for where moſt pray, is heav'n, 


When once thy foot enters the Church, be bare. 

it God is more there than thou: For thou aft there 
Only by his permiſhon. Then beware, 

And make thyſelf all reverence and fear. 

it Kneeling ne'er ſpoil'd filk ſtocking ; Quit thy ſtate. 
„ All equal are within the Churches gate. 


Reſort to ſermons, but to prayers moſt: 

Praying's the end of preaching. O be dreſt, 

i Stay not for th* other pin. Why, thou haſt loſt 

A joy for it worth worlds. Thus hell does jeſt 

Away thy bleſſings, and extreamly flout thee, 

Thy clothes being faſt, but thy ſoul looſe about thee. 
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In time of ſervice ſeal up both thine eyes, 

And ſend them to thy heart, that ſpying ſin, 

They may weep out the ſtains by them did riſe. 

Thoſe doors being ſhut, all by the ear comes in. 
Who marks in Church- time others ſymmetry, 
Makes all their beauty his deformity, 


Let vain or buſy thoughts have there no part ; 
Bring not thy plougb, thy plots, thy pleaſure thither. 
Chriſt purg*d his Temple; ſo muſt thou thy heart. 
All worldly thoughts are but thieves met together 
To cozen thee, Look to thy action well, 
For Churches either are oui heaven or hell. 


Judge not the preacher, for he is thy Judge: 

If thou miſlike him, thou conceiv'ſt him not. 

God calleth preaching folly. Do not grudge 

To pick out treaſures from an earthen pot. 
The worſt ſpeak ſomething good: If all want ſenſe, 
God takes a text, and preacheth patience, 


He that gets patience, and the bleſſing which 
Preachers conclude with, hath not loſt his pains, 
He that by being at Church, eſcapes the ditch, 
Which he might fall in by companions, gains. 
He that loves God's abode, and to combine 
With ſaints on earth, ſhall one day with them ſhine. 


Jeſt not at preachers language or expreſſion : 
How know'fſt thou but thy ſins made him miſcarry ? 
Then turn thy faults and his into confeſſion: 
God ſent him whatſoe'er he be: O tarry, 
And love him for his Maſter : His condition, 
Though it be ill, makes him no ill phyſician. 


| 28 THE CHURCH PORCH. 


ne 


— 

None ſhall in hell ſuch bitter pangs endure, 

As thoſe who mock at God's way of ſalvation. 

Whom dil and balſams kill, what ſalve can cure???» | 

They drink with greedineſs a full damnation. S To 
The Jews refuſed thunder; and we folly. Te 
Though God do hedge us in, yet Who is holy? 1 


Som up at night what thou haſt done by day; 11 
And in the morning, what thou haſt to do. SA 
U Dreſs and undreſs thy ſoul : Mark the decay | 1 

And growth of it : If with thy watch, that too | 
Be down, then wind up both: Since we ſhall be | 
More ſurely judg'd, make thy accounts agree. : 
In brief, acquit thee bravely : play the man. 1 
Look not on pleaſures as they come, but go. 
Deter not the leaſt virtue. Life's poor ſpan Fe 
Make not an ell, by trifling in thy wo. 1 4 
ö If thou do ill, the joy fades, not the pains: 1 4 
If well, the pain doth fade, the joy remains. 1 
I! 5 
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Ou all ye, who pass by, whoſe eyes and mind 
To worldly things are ſharp, but to me blind; 
To me, who took eyes that I might you find. 

| Was ever grief like mine ? 


The Princes of my people make a head 
Againſt their Maker; They do wiſh me dead, 
Who cannot wiſh, except I give them bread ; 
Was ever grief, &c. 


Without me each one, who doth now me brave, 
Had to this day been an Egyptian ſlave, 
They ule that power againit me, which I gave, 

Was ever grief, &c. 


Mine own Apoſtle, who the bag did bear, 


Though he had all I had, did not forbear 


To ſell me alſo, and to put me there. 
Was ever grief, &c. 


For thirty pence he did my death deviſe, 
Who at three hundred did the ointment prize, 
Not halt ſo ſweet as my ſweet Sacrifice. 
Was ever gie, &c. 


Therefore my ſoul melts, aud my heart's dear treaſure 


Drops blood the onlv. beads) my words to meaſute. 
O let this C16 paſs, Fit be tl teu 

Was ever grief. tee. 
Theſe drops being tentpefd WHEL 2 HRUNCY STERTSS 
A balſam are for both the remit otie res, 


Curing all wounds but minc , all © tv cots 
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Yet my diſciples ſleep: I cannot gain 
One hour of watching ; but their drowſy brain 
Comforts not me, and doth my doctrine ſtain, 

Was ever grief like mine ? 


Arife, ariſe, they come, Look how they run! 
Alas! what haſte they make to be undone ! 
How with their lanterns do they ſeek the ſun ! 


Was ever grief, &c. 


With clubs and ſtaves they ſeek me as a thief, 
Who am the way of Truth, the true Relief, 
Moſt true to thoſe who are my greateſt grief. 


Was ever grief, &c. 


Judas, doſt thou betray me with a kiſs ? 
Canſt thou find hell about my lips? and miſs 
Of life, juſt at the n of life and bliſs? 


Was ever grief, de. 


See they lay hold on me, not with the hands 
Of faith, but fury; yet, at their commands 
J ſuffer binding, who have loos'd their bands. 


Was ever grief, &c. 
All my diſciples flee; fear puts a bar 


Betwixt my friends and me. They leave that Star 
That brought the wiſe men of the Eaſt from far. 


Was ever grief, &c. 


Then from one Ruler to another bound 
They lead me; urging, that it was not ſound 
What I taught. Comments would the text confound, 


Was ever grief, &c. 
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Thus Adam my firſt breathing rendereth. 
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The Prieſts and Rulers all falſe witneſs ſeek 
»Gainſt him who ſeeks not life, but is the meek 
And ready Paſchal Lamb of this great week. 

Was ever grief like mine ? 


Then they accuſe me of great blaſphemy, 
That I did thruſt into the Deity, 
Who never thought that any robbery. 
Was ever grief, &c. 


Some ſaid, that I the Temple to the floor 

In three days raz'd, and raiſed as before, 

Why, he that built the world can do much more, 
Was ever grief, &c. 


Then — 5 condemn me all with the ſame WAY 
Which I do give them daily, unto death, 


as ever gi ie,, &c. 


They bind, and lead me unto Herod; he 
Sends me to Plate. This makes them agree; 
But yet their friendſhip is my enmity, 
Was ever grief, &c. 


Herod and all his bands do ſet me light, 
Who teach all hands to war, fingers to fight, 
And only am the Lord of hoſt and L 
as ever grief, &c. 


Herod in judgment fits, while I do ſtand; 
Examines me with a ceaſorious hand: 
I him obey, who all things elſe command. 
| Was ever grief, &c. 
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The Fews accuſe me Wich deſpitefulneſs; 

And vying malice with my gentleneſs, 

Pick quarrels with their only happineſs. 
Nas ever grief like mine © 


I anſwer nothing, but with patience prove 
If ſtony hearts will melt with gentle love: 
But who does hawk at | eagles with a dove ? 
Weis ever er gie &c. 


My ſilence rather doth augment their cry; 
My dove doth back into my boſom fly, 
Becauſe the raging waters ſtill are high. 


Was ever grief, &c. 


Hark how they cry aloud ſtill, Crucify ; 

It is not fit he live a day, they cry; 

Who cannot live leis than eternally. 
| Was ever grief, &c. 


Plate, a ſtranger, holdeth off, but they, 
Mine own dear People, cry, Away, Away, 
With noiſes confuſed krighting the day. 
Was ever ri, &c. 


Yet ſtill they ſhout and cry, and ſtop their ears, 


Putting my life among their ſius and fears, 


And e a wiſh my blood on them and theirs. 
Was ever grief, &c. 


See how ſpite cankers things! Theſe words aright 
Uſed, ani! wiſhed, are the whole world's delight; 
But honey is their gall, brightneſs their night, 

Was ever grief, &c. 
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They chuſe à murderer; and all agr mee 
In him to do themſelves a courteſy: 
For it was their own cauſe that killed me; 

| | Was ever grief like mine? 


And a ſeditious murderer he was: 
But I, the Prince of Peace; peace that doth oaſs. 
NY underſtanding, more than heav'n doth glaſs. 


Was wer grief, &c. 
\ 
Why, Cz/ar is their only King, not I: 
He clave the ſtony rock when they were dry ; 
But ſurely not their hearts, as I well try, 


Was ever grief, &c. 


Ah, how they ſcourge me! yet my tenderneſs 
Doubles each laſh : And yet their bitterneſs 
Winds up my grief to a myſteriouſneſls. 


Was ever grief, &c. 


They buffet me, and box me as they liſt, 
Who graſp the Earth and Heaven with my fiſt, 
And never yet, whom I would puniſh, miſs'd. 


Was ever grief, &c. 


Behold, they ſpit on me in ſcornful wiſe; 1 
Who by my fpittle gave the blind man eyes, 
Leaving his blindneſs to mine enemies. | 

| | Was ever grief, ec. | 


My hos they. cover, though it be divine; 
As Moſes" face was veiled, ſo is mine, 
Leſt on their double dark ſouls either ſhine. 


Was ever grief, &c. 
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Servants and abjeQts flout me; ** are A win ys : 
Now propheſy who ſtrikes thee, is their ditty ; 
So they in me deny themſelves all pity. 
| Was ever grief like mine? 


And now I am delivered unto death, 

Which each one calls for ſo with atmo 5 
That he before me well-nigh ſuffereth. | 
Was ever grief, &c. 


Weep not, dear friends, ſince I forboth have wept, 

When all my tears were blood, the while you ſlept: 

Your t tears for your own fortunes ſhould be kept. 
Mas ever grief, &c. 


The Soldiers led me to the common hall ; 
There they deride me, they abuſe me all : 
Yet for twely e heav” ply legions I could call. 
Was ever grief, &c. 


Then witha ſcarlet robe they me array; 
Which ſhews my blood to be the only way, 
And cordial left to repair man's decay. 
Was ever grief, &c. 


Then on my head a crown of thorns I wear, 

For theſe are all the grapes Sion doth bear, 

Though I my vine panes. and wat'red there. | 
Was ever grief, &c. 


So fits the Earth's great curſe in Adam's fall 
Upon my head; ſo I remove it all 
From th' earth unto my brows, and bear the thrall. 
Was ever grief, &c. 
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Then with the reed they gave to me before, 
They ſtrike my head, the rock from whence all ſtore 
Of heav'nly bleſſings iſſue evermore. 

Has ever grief like mine © 


They bow their knees to me, and cry, Hail Ring 
Whatever ſcoffs or ſcornfulneſs can bring, 
I am the floor, the ſink, where they it fling. 


Was ever grief, &c. 


\ 


Vet ſince man's ſcepters are as frail as reeds, 


And thorny all their crowns, bloody their weeds ; 
I, who am truth, turn into truth their deeds- 


Nas ever grief, &c. 


The ſoldiers alſo ſpit upon that face, 


Which angels did deſire to have the grace, 
And prophets once to ſee, but found no place. 


Was ever grief, &c. 


Thus trimmed forth, they bring me to the rout, 
Who crucify um cry with one ſtrong ſhout, 


_ God holds his peace at man, and man cries out. 


Was ever grief, &c. 


They lead me in once more, and putting then 
Mine own clothes on, they lead me out gain; 
Wnom devils fly, thus he is toſs'd of men. 


Las ever grief, &c. 


And now, weary of ſport, glad to engroſs 
All ſpite in one, counting my lite their loſs, 


They carry me to my moſt bitter croſs, 


Was ever grief, &c. 
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My croſs I bear myſelf, until I faint : 
Then Simon bears it for me by conſtraint, 
The decreed burden of each mortal ſaint. 


Was ever grief like mine ? 


O all ye who paſs by, behold and ſee ! 
Man ſtole the fruit, but I muſt climb the tree ; 
The tree of life to all but only me. 
Was ever grief, &c. 


Lo, here I hang, charg'd with a world of fin, 
The greater world o'th two : For that came in 
By words; but this by ſorrow I muſt win. 


Was ever grief, &c. 


Such ſorrow, as if ſinful man did feel, 
Or keel his part, he would not ceaſe to kneel 
Till all were melted, though he were all ſteel. 
Was ever grief, &c. 


But, 0 my God, my God ! why leav'ſt thou me, 
Thy Son, in whom thou doſt delight to be? 
My God, my God 


Was ever grief, &c. 


Shame tears my ſoul, my body many a wound; 
Sharp nails pierce this, bur ſharper that confound ; 


 Reproaches, which are e Kec. while I am bound. 


Was ever grief, &c. 


Now heal thyſelf, Phyſician; now come down. 
Alas! I did fo, when 1 left my Crown, 
Ang 1 Father's ſmile for you, to feel his frown, 
Was ever grief, &c. 


| THE CHURCH. 37 
In healing not myſelf, there doth conſiſt 
All that ſalvation which ye now reſiſt; 


Your ſafety in my ſickneſs doth ſubfiſt. 
Was ever grief like mine? 


1 


Betwixt two thieves I ſpend my utmoſt breath, 
As he that for ſome robbery ſuffereth. 
Alas! what have I ſtol'n from you? Death. 

Was ever grief, &c. 


A King my title is prefixt on high; 

Yet by my ſubjects I'm condemn'd to die 

A ſervile death in ſervile company. 
| Was ever grief, &c. 


They gave me vinegar mingled with gall, 
But more with malice: Yet when they did call, 
With manna, angels food, I fed them all. 

Mas ever grief, &c. 


They part my garments, and by lot diſpoſe 
My coat, the type of love, which once cur'd thoſe 
Who ſought for help, never malicious foes. 

Was ever grief, &c. 


Nay, after death, their ſpite ſhall further go: 
For they will pierce my fide, I full well Know; 
That as fin came, ſo Sacraments might flow. 

Was ever grief, &c. 
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But now I Mis, now all is finiſhed. 
My wo, man's weal; and now I bow my head. 
Only let others ſay, when I am dead, 
Never was grief like mine. 
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The Thanksgiving, 


J* King of grief! (a title ſtrange, yet true, 
To thee of all Kings only due.) 
Oh King of wounds! how ſhall I grieve for thee, 
Who in all grief preventeſt me ? 


Shall I weep blood ? why thou haſt wept ſuch ſtore, 


That all thy body wes one gore. 
Shall I be ſcourged, flouted, boxed, fold ? 

*Tis but to tell the tale is told, 
My God, my God, why doſt thou part from me? 

Was ſuch a grief as cannot be. 
Shall I then ſing, ſkipping thy doleful ſtory, 

| And ſide with thy triumphant glory ? 

Shall thy ſtrokes be my ſtroking ? thorns my flower ? 

Thy rod my poly ? croſs, my bower ? 
But how then ſhall I imitate thee, and 

Copy thy fair, tho* bloody hand ? 
Surely I will revenge me on thy love, 

And try who ſhall victorious prov Co 
If thou doſt give me wealth, I will reſtore 

All back unto thee by the poor, 


If thou doſt give me honor, men ſhall ſee 


The honor doth belong to thee. 
I will not marry; or if ſhe be mine, 

She and her children ſhall be thine, 
My boſom-friend, if he blaſpheme thy name, 

I will tear thence his love and fame. 
One half of me being gone, the reſt I give 

Unto ſome chappel, die or live. 
As for my Paſſion But of that anon, 

When with the other I have done. 
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For thy Predeſtination, I'll contrive, _ 
That three years hence, if I ſurvive, 


I'll build a ſpittle, or mend common ways, 
But mend my own without delays. 


Then I will uſe the works of thy creation, 


| As if I us'd them but for faſhion. 
The world and I will quarrel; and the year 
Shall not perceive that I am here. 
My muſic ſhall find thee, and ev'ry ſtring 
Shall have his attribute to ſing, 


That altogether may accord in me, 


And prove one God, one harmony, 
If thou ſhalt give me wit, it ſhall appear, 

It thou haſt giv'n it me, 'tis here, 
*Nay, I will read thy book, and never move, 

Till I have found therein thy love; 
Thy art of love, which I'll turn back on bee, 

O my dear Saviour, Victory! 
Then for my Paſhion—I will do for that 

Alas! my God, I khow not what. 


The Reprisal. 


I Have conſider'd it, and find 
There is no dealing with thy mighty Paſſion: 
For though I die for thee, Jam behind; 

My ſins deſerve the condemnation. 


O make me innocent, that I 
May give a diſentangled ſtate and free; 
And yet thy wounds ſtill my attempts defy, 
For by thy death I die for thee. 
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Ah! was it not enough that thou 
By thy eternal glory didſt outgo me ? 
Could'ſt thou not grief's ſad conqueſt me allow, 
But in all vict'ries overthrow me ? 
Yet by confeſſion will I come 
Into the conqueſt, Though I can do nought 
Againſt thee, in thee I will overcome 
The man, who once againſt thee fought. 


* 


The Agony. 


Paitotophers have meaſur'd mountains, 
Fathom'd the depths of ſeas, of ſtates and kings, 
Walk'd with a ſtaff to heav'n, and trac'd fountains : 

But there are two vaſt, ſpacious things, 
The which to meaſure it doth more behove ; 

Yet few there are that ſound them, Sin and Love. 


Who would know Sin, let him repair 
Unto mount Olivet ; there ſhall he ſee _ 
A man ſo wrung with pains, that all his hair, 
His ſkin, his garments bloody be. 
Sin is that preſs and vice, which forceth pain 
To hunt his cruel food through every vein, 


Who knows not love, let him aſſay, 
And taſte that juice, which on the croſs a pike 
Did ſet abroach; then let him ſay, 

If ever he did taſte the like. 
Love is that liquor ſweet and moſt divine, 
Which my God feels as blood, but I as wine. 


| 
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, The Sinner. 


ORD, how am I all ague when I ſeek 


What I have treaſur'd in my memory 
Since, if my ſoul make even with the week, 


Each ſeventh note by right is due to thee. 


1 find three quarries of pil'd vanities, 


But ſhreds of holineſs, that dare not venture 
To ſhew their face, ſince croſs to thy decrees; 


| There the circumference earth is, heav'n the cent re. 


In ſo much dregs the quinteſſence 1s ſmall : 
The ſpirit and good extract of my heart 
Comes to about the many hund redth part. 


| Yet Lord reſtore thy image, hear my call : 


And tho* my hard heart ſcarce to thee can groan, 
Remember that thou once didſt write in ſtone. 


Good-Friday. 


O MY chief good, 


How ſhall I meaſure out thy blood ? 


How ſhall I count what thee befel, 
And each grief tell ? 


Shall I thy woes 
Number according to thy foes? 


Or, ſince one ſtar ſhew'd thy firſt breath, 


Shall all thy death ? 


B 3 


THE CHURCH. 


1 


Or ſhall each leaf, 

Which falls in autumn, ſcore a grief? 

Or cannot leaves, but fruit, be ſign 
Of the true vine? 


Then let each hour 
Of my whole life one grief devour; 
That thy diſtreſs through all may run, 
And be my ſun. 


Or rather let 
My ſev'ral fins their ſorrows get: 
That as each beaſt his cure doth know, 
Each fin may fo. 


SINCE blood is fitteſt, Lord, to write 
Thy ſorrows in, and bloody flight; 
My heart hath ſtore, write there, where in 
One box doth lie both ink and fin ; 


That when fin ſpies ſo many foes, 

Thy whips, thy nails, thy wounds, thy woes, 
All come to lodge there, ſin may ſay, 

No room for me, and fly away. 


Sin being gone, oh fill the place, 
And keep poſſeſſion witn thy grace; 
Leſt fin take courage, and return, 
And all thy writings blot or burn, 
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Redemption. 


AVING been tenant long to a rich Lord, 


Not thriving, I reſolved to be bold, 
And make a ſuit unto him to afford 
A new {mall-rented leaſe, and cancel th' old. 


In heav'n, at his manor I him ſought : 
They told me there that he was lately gone 
About ſome land, which he had dearly bought 
Long fince on earth, to take poſſeſſion. 


I ſtraight return'd, and knowing his great birth, 
Sought him accordingly in great reſoits, 
In cities, theatres, gardens, parks, and courts? 
At length I heard a ragged noiſe and mirth | 
Ot thieves aud muiderers; There I him eſpied, 
Who itraight, Your futt is granted, ſaid, and died. 


— 


Sepulchre. 


Bleſſed body! Whither art thou thrown ? 
No lodgings for thee, but a cold hard {tone ? 
So many hearts on earth, and yet not one 
Receive thee ? 
Sure there is room within our heaits good tore, 
For they can lodge tranſgreſſions by the {core 
Thouſands of * dwell there, yet out of door 
They leave thee. 
C 4 
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| But that which ſhews them large, news them unfit, 
| What ever ſin did this pure rock commit, 
Which holds thee now ? Who hath indited it 
Of murder? | 
Where our hard hearts have took up ſtones to brain thee, 
And miſſing this moſt falſely did arraign thee ; 
Only theſe ſtones in quiet entertain thee, 
| And order. 
1 And as of old the law by heav'nly art | 
l Was writ in ſtone; ſo thou, which alſo art 
g The letter of the word, find' ſt no fit heart 
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To hold thee, _ 
Yet do we ſtill perſiſt as we began, 


| | And ſo ſhould periſh, but that nothing can, 


1 Tho' it be cold, hard, foul, from loving man 
| Withhold thee. 


bs — — —-— — 
—— —— —— 


Easter. 


R.. heart; thy Lord is riſen, Sing his praiſe 
Without delays, 
Who takes thee by the hand, that thou likewiſe 


With him may'ſt riſe: 
That, as his death calcined thee to duſt, 


His life may make thee gold, and much more juſt, 


Awake, my lute, and ſtruggle for thy part 
With all thy art. 
The croſs taught all wood to reſound his name, 
Who bore the ſame. 


1 
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F His ſtretched finews taught all ſtrings, what key 


Is beſt to celebrate this moſt high day. 


Conſort both heart and lute, and twiſt a ſong 
Pleaſant and long; 
Or, ſince all muſic is but three parts vied, 
And multiplied ; 


O let thy bleſſed Spirit bear a part, 


And make up our Lehekts with bis ſweet art. 


1 GOT me 33 to ſtrew thy way; 


I got me boughs off many a tree: 
But thou waſt up by break of day, _ 
And brought'ft thy ſweets along with thee, - 


. The fun ariſing i in the Eaſt, 


Tho? he give light, and th' Eaſt perfume ; ; 


If they ſhould offer to conteſt 


With thy ariſing, they preſume. 


Can there be any day but this, 

Tho! many ſuns to ſhine endeavour ? 
We count three hundred, but we mils : 
There is but one, and that one ever. 
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Lord, who created'ſt Man in Wealth and Store, 
Though fooliſhly he loſt the ſame, 
Decaying more and more, 
Till he became 


Moſt poor: 


With thee 
O let me riſe 
As Larks, harmoniouſly, 
And fink this day thy Victories: 
Then ſhall the Fall further the Flight in me. 
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My tender Age in Sorrow did begin ; 
And ſtill with Sickneſſes and Shame, 
Thou didſt fo puniſh Sin, | 


H That I became 

8 Moſt thin. 
D | | S 
2 W 
BD With thee = 
& Let me combine, 


And feel this day thy Victory: 
For if I imp my Wing on thine, 
Affliction ſhall advance the Flight in me. 
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Holy Bapti sm. 
8 he that ſees a dark and ſhady grove, 


Stays not, but looks beyond it on the ſky; 
So when I view my fins, mine eyes remove 
More backward ſtill, and to that water fly, 


Which is above the heav*ns, whole ſpring and vent 


Is in my dear Redeemer's pierced fide. 


O bleſſed ſtreams ! either you do prevent 


And ſtop our fins from growing thick and wide, 
Or elſe give tears to drown them, as they grow. 


In your redemption meaſures all my time, 
And ſpreads the plaiſter equal to the crime : 


You taught the Book of Life my name, that ſo, 
Whatever future ſins ſhould me miſcal, 


Your firſt acquaintance might diſcredit all. 


Holy Bapti sm. 


INCE Lord, to thee 
A narrow way and little gate 
Is all the paſſage, on my infancy 
Thou didſt lay hold, and antedate 
My faith in me, 


O let me {till 
Write thee great God, and me a child: 
Let me be ſoft and ſupple to thy will, 
Small to myſelf, to others mild, 
Be hither ill. 
Altho' by ſtealth 
My fleſh got on; yet let her ſiſter 
My ſoul bid nothing, but preſerve her wealth: 
The growth of fleſh is but a bliſter ; 
Childhood is health. 
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Nature. 


ULL of rebellion, I would die, 
Or fight, or travel, or deny 
That thou haſt ought to do with me 
O tame my heart, 
It is thy higheſt art 
To captivate ſtrong holds to thee. 


If thou ſhalt let this venom lurk, 
And in ſuggeſtions fume and work, 
My ſoul will tura to bubbles ſraighit, 
And thence by kind 
| Vaniſh into a wind, 
Making thy workmanſhip deceit, 


O ſmooth my rugged heart, and there 
Eng rave thy rev'rend law and fear, 
Or make a new one, ſince the old 
Is ſapleſs grown, 
And a much fitter itone 
To hide my duſt, than thee to hold. 


Sn, 


28 with what care haſt thou begirt us round! 
Parents firſt ſeaſon us; then ſchoolmaſters 
Deliver us to laws; they ſend us bound 
To rules of reaſon, holy meſſengers, 


Pulpits and Sundays, ſorrow dogging fin, 
Afflictions ſorted, anguiſh of all ſizes, 
Fine nets and ſtratagems to catch us in, 
Bibles laid open, millions of ſurprizes, 
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Bleſſings before-hand, ties of gratefulneſs, | 
The found of glory ringing in our ears: 
Without, our ſhame ; within, our conſciences: 
Angels and grace, eternal hopes and fears, 

Yet all theſe fences and their whole array 
One cunning boſom-lin blows quite away. 


Afﬀidtion. 
HEN firſt thou didſt intice to thee my heart, 


I thought the ſervice brave ; 
So many joys I writ down for my part 

Beſides what I might have 
Out of my ſtock of natural delights, 
Augmented with thy gracious benefits. 


I looked on thy furniture ſo fine, 

And made it fine to me; 
Thy glorious houſehold-ſtuff did me entwine, 
And 'tice me unto thee. 
Such ſtars I counted mine: both heav'n and earth, 
Paid me my wages in a world of mirth. 


What pleaſures could I want, wnoſe king I ſerved, 

Where joys my fellows wete ? 

Thus argu'd into hopes, my thoughts reſerved : 
No place for grief or fear; * 
Therefore my ſudden ſoul caught at the place, | 
And made her youth and fierceneſs ſeek thy face. 


At firſt thou gav'ſt me milk and ſweetneſſes; 
I had my wiſh and way : 
My days were ſtrew'd with flow'rs and happineſs ; 
There was no month but May, 
But with my years ſorrow did twiſt and grow, 
And made a party unawares for wo. 
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My fleſh began unto my ſoul in pain, 
Sie kneſs clave my bones, 
Conſuming agues dwell in ev'ry vein, 
And tune my breath to groans 2 
Sorrow was all my ſoul; I ſcarce believed, 
Till grief did tell me round ly, that I lived. 


When I got health, thou took'ſt away my life, 
And more; for my friends die: 
My mirth and edge was loſt; a blunted knife 
| Was of more uſe than I. 
Thus thin and lean without a fence or friend, 
I was blown through with ev'ry ſtorm and wind. 


Whereas my birth and ſpirit rather took 

The way that takes the town, 
Thou didft betray me to a ling'ring book, 

And wrap me in a gown. 
I was entangled in the world of ſtrife, | 
Before I had the powet to change my life, | 


Vet, for I threaten'd oft the ſiege to raiſe, 
Not ſimp'ring all mine age, 
Thou often did'ſt with academic praiſe 
Melt and diſſolve my rage; , 
I took thy ſweet'ned pill, till I came near, : 
I could not go away, nor perſevere, ; 


Yet, leſt perchance I ſhould too happy be 1 
In my unheppineſs, . 

Turning my purge to food, thou throwelt me ; 
Into more ſickneſſes. | 

Thus doth thy power croſs-bias me, not making 

Thine own gift good, yet me from my ways taking, 
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Now I am here, what thou wilt do with me 

None of my books will ſhow : 
I read and ſigh, and wiſh I were a tree, 

For ſure then I ſhould grow 
To fruit or ſhade : at leaſt ſome bird would truſt 
Her houſehold to me, and I ſhould be juſt. 


Yet tho? thou troubleſt me, I muſt be meek; | 
In weakneſs muſt be ſtout. 3 

Well, I will change the ſervice, and go ſeek 0 | 
Some other maſter out. 

Ah! my dear God! tho' I am clean forgot, 

Let me not love thee, if I love thee not. 


ms 


1 


Repentance. 


D I confeſs my ſin is great; 
Great is my fin. Oh! gently treat 
With thy quick flow'r, thy momentary bloom ; 
Whoſe life ſtill preſſing 
Is one undreſſing, 
A ſteady aiming at a tomb. 


Man's age is two hours work or three; 
Each day doth round about us ſee. 
Thus are we to delights ; but we are all 
To ſorrows old, 
If life be told 
From what life feeleth, Adam's fall. 


O let thy height of mercy then 
Compaſſionate ſhort-breathed men ; 
Cut me not off for my moſt foul tranſgreſſion ; 
I do confeſs 
My fooliſhneſs ; 
My God accept of my conteſſion, 


Sweeten at length this bitter bowl, 
Which thou haſt pour'd into my ſoul ; 
Thy wormwood turn to health, winds to fair weather 2 
For if thou ſtay, 
I and this day, 
As we did riſe, we die together. 


When thou for {in rebukeſt man, 

Forthwith he waxeth wo and wan : 

| Bitterneſs fills our bowels; all our hearts 
Pine and decay, 
And drop away, 

And carry with them the other parts. 


But thou wilt fin and grief deſtroy ; 
That ſo the broken bones may joy, 
And tune together in a.well-ſet ſong, - 
Full of his praiſes 
Who dead men raiſes. 
Fractures well cur'd make us mere ſtrong. 


AE 


Faith. 


Lozo, how couldſt thou ſo much appeaſe 
Thy wrath for fin, as when man's ſight was dim, 
And could ſee little, to regard his eaſe, 

And bring by faith all things to him ? 


Hungry I was, and had no meat, 
I did conceit a moſt delicious feaſt ; 
I had it ſtraight, and did as truly eat 
As ever did a welcome gueſt. 


There is a rare outlandiſh root, 
Which when I could not get, I thought it here: 
That apprehenſion cur'd ſo well my foot, 
That I can walk to to heav'n well near. 
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I owed thouſands, and much more: 
I did believe that I did nothing owe, 
And liv'd accordingly ; my creditor 
Believes ſo too, and lets me go. 


Faith makes me any thing, or all 
That I believe is in the facred ſtory : 
And when fin placeth me in Adam's fall, 

Faith ſets me higher in his glory. 


If I go lower in the book, 
What can be lower than the common manger ? 
Faith puts me there with him, who ſweetly took 
Our fleſh and frailty, death and danger. 


If bliſs had lain in art or ſtrength, 
None but the wiſe or ſtrong had gain'd it : 
Where now by faith all arms are of a length; 
One ſize doth all conditions fit, 


A peaſant may believe as much 

As a great clerk, and reach the higheſt ſtature. 

Thus doſt thou make proud knowledge bend and crouch, 
While grace fills up uneven nature. 


When creatures had no real light 
Inherent in them, thou didſt make the ſun 
Impute a luſtre, and allow them bright : 

Aud in this ſhew what Chriſt hath done, 


That which before was darken'd clean, 
With buſhy groves, pricking the looker's eye, 
Vaniſh'd away, when faith did change the ſcene : 
And then appear'd a glorious ſky. 
What though my body rn to duſt ? 
Faith cleaves unto it, counting ev'ry grain, 
With an exact and moſt particular truſt, 
Reſerving all for fleſh again. 


— — — 
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Prayer. 
RAV ER the Church's banquet, angels' age, 


God's breath in man returning to his birth, 
The ſoul in paraphraſe, heart in pilgrimage, 
The chriſtian plummet ſounding heav'n and earth 


| Engine againſt th' Almighty, ſinner's tow'r, 
Reverſed thunder, Chriſt's ſide-pierceing ſpear, 
The ſix-days world tranſpoſing in an hour, 
A kind of tune, which all things hear and fear; 


Softneſs, and peace, and joy, and love, and bliſs, 
Exalted manna, gladneſs of the bell, 
Heaven in ordinary, man well dreſt, 

The milky way, the bird of paradiſe; 


Church-bells beyond the ſtars heard, the ſoul's 
blood, 
The land of ſpices, ſomething underſtood, 


—— —— — 


Holy Communion. 


OT in rich furniture, or fine array, 
Nor in a wedge of gold, 
Thou, who from me waſt ſold, 
1 To me duſt now thyſelf convey ; 
7 For ſo thou ſhouldſt without me {till have been, 
| Leaving within me fin ; | 


But by the way of nouriſhment and ſtrength 
| Thou creep'ſt into my breaſt 
4 Making thy way my ret, 
; | And thy {mall quantities my length; 
Which ſpread their forces into ev'ry part, 
Meeting ſin's force and art. 
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Yet can theſe not get over to my ſoul, 
Leaping the wall that parts 
Our ſouls and fleſhly hearts; 
But as th' out-works, they may controul 
My rebel-fleſh, and carrying thy name, 
Aff right both fm and ſhame. 


Only thy grace, which with theſe elements comes, 
Knoweth the ready way, 
And hath the privy key, 
Op'ning the ſoul's moſt ſubtil rooms : 


Diſpatches from their friend. 


GIVE me my captive ſoul, or take 
My body alſo thither. 

Another lift like this will make 
Them both to be together. 


Before that ſin turn'd fleſh to ſtone, 
And all our lump to leaven; 

A fervent ſigh might well have blown 

| Our innocent earth to heaven. 


For ſure when Adam did not know 
To fin, or fin to ſmother ; 

He might to heav'n from paradiſe go, 
As from one room t' another. 


Thou haſt reſtor'd us to this eaſe 
By this thy heav'nly blood, 
Which I can go to when I pleaſe, 
And leave thiearth to their food. 
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Ant tphon. 


Cho. 1 all the world in every corner ſing, 
| My God and King. 


Ver. The heavens are not too high, 
His praiſe may thither fly: 
The earth is not too low, 
His praiſes there may grow. 


Cho, Let all the world in every corner ſing, 
My God and King. 


Ver. The Church with plalms muſt ſhout, 
No door can keep them out: 
But above all, the heart 
Mult bear the longeſt part, 


Cho. Let all the world in every corner ſing. 
My God and King. 


Love. 


PART I. 


MMORTAL Love, Author of this great frame, 
Sprung from that beauty which can never fade; 
How hath man parcel'd out this glorions name, 

And thrown it on the duſt which thou halt made, 


While mortal love doth all the title gain! 
Which fading with invention, they together 
Bear all the ſway, poſſeſſing heart and brain, 
(Thy workmanſhip) and give thee ſhare in neither. 
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Wit fancies beauty, beauty raiſeth wit ; 
The world is theirs; they two play out the game, 


Thou ſtanding by: And though thy glorious name 
Wrought our deliverance from th' infernal pit, 


Who lings thy praiſe ? only a ſcarf or glove 
Doth warm our hands, and make them write of love. 


— 


PART II. 


1 heat, O let thy greater flame 
Att ract the leſſer to it: Let thoſe fi res 

Which ſhell conſume the world, firſt make it tame, 
And kindle in our hearts ſuch true deſires, 


As may conſume our luſts, and make thee way. 
Then ſhall our hearts pant thee; then ſhall our brain 
All her inventions on thine altar lay, * 


And there in hymns ſend back thy fire again: 


Our eyes ſhall ſee thee, which before ſaw duſt : 
Duſt blown by wit, till that they both were blind: 
Thou ſhalt recover all thy goods in kind, 

Who were diſſeized by uſurping luſt : 


All knees ſhall bow to thee; all wits ſhall riſe, 
And praiſe him who did make and mend our eyes. 


The Temper. 


HOY ſhould I praiſe thee, Lord! how ſhould my 
Gladly engrave thy love in ſteel, (rhymes 
If what my ſoul doth feel ſometimes 
My ſoul might ever feel ! 
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Although there were ſome forty heav'ns, or more, 
Sometimes I peer above them all; 
Sometimes I hardly reach a ſcore; 
Sometimes to hell I fall. 


O rack me not to ſuch a vaſt extent 
Thoſe diſtances belong to thee : 
The world's too little for thy tent, 

A grave too big for me. 


Wilt thou meet arms with man, that thou doft tiretch 
A crumb of duſt from heav'n to hell? 
Will great God meaſure with a wretch ? 
Shall he thy ſtature ſpell ? 


O let me, when thy roof my ſoul bath hid, 
O let me rooſt and neſtle there: 
Then of a {inner thou art rid, 


And I of hope and fear. 


Yet take thy way; for ſure thy way is beſt : 
Stretch or contract me thy poor debtor : 
This is but tuning of my breaſt, 

To make the muſic better. 


Whether I fly with angels, fall with duſt, 
Thy hands made both, and T am there. 
Thy power and love, my love and truſt 

Make one place ev'ry where. 


The Temper. 


T cannot be. Where is that mighty joy, 
Which juſt now took up all my heart ? 

Lord! if thou muſt needs uſe thy dart, 

Save that, and me, or fin, for both deſtroy. 


The pl wi world ſtands to — word and art; a 
But thy diviner world of grace 
Thou ſuddenly doſt raiſe and raze, 

And ev'ry day a new Creator art. 


O fix thy chair of grace, that all my powers | 
May alſo fix their reverence : 
For when thou doſt depart from hence 

They grow unruly, and fit in thy bowers. 


Scatter, or bind them all to bend to thee: 


Though elements change, and heaven move, l 
Let not thy higher court remove, 
But keep a ſtanding majeſty i in me. 
* 


Jordan. 


W ſays that fictions only and falſe hair 

| Become a verſe? Is there in truth no beauty ? © 1 

Is all good ſtructure ina winding ſtair ? | 

May no lines paſs, except they do their duty A: 
Not to a true, but painted chair. 


Is it not verſe, except erichanted groves 

And ſuddenarbors ſhadow courſe-ſpun lines? | 

Muſt purling ſtreams refreſh a lover's love? 

Muſt all be vail'd, while he that read divines, | No 
Catching the ſenſe at two removes. | 


Shepherds are honeſt People; let them ſing: FB 1 


Riddle who liſt, for me, and pull for prime: ] 
Envy no man's nightingale or ſpring; Lo 


Nor let them puniſh me with loſs of rhyme, 
Who plainly ſay, My God, my King. 


THE CHURCH. 61 


Employment. 


F as a flower doth ſpread and die, 
Thou would extend to me ſome good, 
Before I were by troſt's extremity 
Nipt in the bud. 


The ſweetneſs and the praiſe were thine ; 
But the extenſion and the room, 
Which in thy garland I ſhould fill, were mine 
At thy great doom. 


For as thou doſt impart thy grace, 
The greater ſhall our glory be. 
The meaſure of our joys is in this place, 
The {tuff with thee. 


Let me not languiſh.then, and ſpend 
A life as barren to thy praiſe, 
As is the dult, to which that life doth tend, 
| But with _— 


All things are buſy ; only I 
Neither bring honey with the bees, 
Nor flowers to make that, nor the huſbandry 
To water theſe. 


I am no link of thy great chain, 
But all my company is as a weed, 
Lord place me in thy concert, give one ſtrain 
To IT poor reed, 


— — * — — 
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The Holy Scriptures. 


PART I. 
H Book ! infinite ſweetneſs ! let my heart 
Suck ev'ry letter, and a honey gain, 1 


Precious for auy grief in any part, 
To clear the breaſt, to mollify all pain. 


Thou art all health, health thriving till it make 

A full eternity: Thou art a maſs 

Of ſtrange delights, where we may wiſh and take; ; 
Ladies, look here: this is the thankful glaſs, 


That mends the Iooker's eyes : This is the well 
That waſhes what it ſhews ; Who can endear 
Thy praiſe too much ? thou art heav'n's lieger here, 


| Working againſt the ſtates of death and hell, 


Thou art joy's handſel : heav'n lies flat in thee, 
Subject to every mounter's bended knee, 


— 


PART II. 


* 


H that I knew how all thy lights combine, 
And the configurations of their glory! _ 
Seeing not only how each verſe doth ſhine, 
But all the conſtellations of the ſtory. 


This verſe marks that, and both do make a motion 
Unto a third, that ten leaves off doth lie. 
Then, as diſperſed herbs do watch a potion, 
Theſe three make up ſome chriſtian's deſtiny. 


IT; 


Fe 


It 
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duch are thy ſecrets, which my life makes good, 
And comments on thee: For in ev'ry thing 
Thy words do find me out, and parallels bring, 
And in another make me underſtood, 


„Stars are poor books, and oſten-times do mils : 
This book of ſtars lights to eternal bliſs. 


2 


| 


hit. Sunday. 


ISTEN, {weet Dove, unto my ſong, 
And ſpread thy golden wings on me 
Hatching my tender heart ſo long, 


Till it get wing, and fly away with thee. 


Where is that fire which once deſcended 
On thy apoſtles ? thou didſt then 
Keep open houſe, richly attended, 


| Feaſting all comers by twelve choſen men: 


Such glorious gifts thou didſt beſtow, 
That th' carth did like a heav'n appear: 
The ſtars were coming down to know, 
If they might mend their wages, and ſerve here, 


The ſun, which once d1d ſhine alone, 
Hung down his head, and wiſh'd for night, 
When he beheld twelve ſuns for one 

Going about the world, and giving light. 


But fince thoſe pipes of gold, which brought 
That cordial water to'our ground, 
Were cut and martyr'd by the fault 
Of thoſe who did themſelves thro? their ide wound ; 
D 2 


Thou ſhutt'ſt t he door, and keep'ft within; 
Scarce a good joy creeps through the chink: 


And if the braves of conquering fin 


Did not excite thee, we ſhould wholly fink. 


Lord, though we change, thou art the ſame ; 
The ſame ſweet God of love and light; 


Reſtore this day, for thy great name, 
Unto his ancient and miraculous right. 
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Grace. 


Y ſtock lies dead, and no increaſe 


doth my dull huſbandry improve : 


O let thy graces without ceaſe 
Drop from above, 


If ſtill the ſun ſhould hide his face, 

Thy houſe would but a dungeon prove, 

Thy works night's captives : O let grace 
Drop from above, 


The dew doth ev'ry morning fall; 

And ſhall the dew outſtrip thy Dove ? 

The dew, for which graſs cannot call, 
Drop from above! 


Death is ill working hike a mole, 

And digs my grave at each remove: 

Let grace work too, and on my ſoul 
Drop from above. 


Sin is ſtill hammering my heart, 
Unto a hardneſs void of love: 

Let ſupp'ling grace to croſs his art 

| 'Drop from above: - 


— 


* 


? O come! 9 thou doſt know the way: 
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Or if to me thou wilt not move, 


Remove me where I need not ſay, 


Drop from above. 


Praise. 
O write a verſe or two is all the praiſe 

That I can raiſe: 

Mend my eſtate in ny ways, 
Thou ſhalt have more. 

I goto Church; help me to wings, and I 

Will thither fly ; 

Or if I mount unto the ſky, 
I will do more. 


Mani is all weakneſs, there is no ſuch thing 


As prince or King: 
His arm is {hort, yet with a ſling 
He may do more. 


An herb diſtill'd, and drunk, may dwell next door, 


Oa the ſame floor, 
To a brave ſoul : Exalt the poor, 
They can do more. 
O raiſe me then! Poor bees that work all day 
Sting my delay, 
Who have a work as well as they, 
And much, much more. 


Aflition. 


| A. me not ev'ry day, 
Thou Loid of life; ſince thy own death for me 
Is more than all my deaths can be, | 
Though I in broken pay 
Die over each hour of Methiſalem's ſtay, D 3 
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If all men's tears were let by 
Into one common ſewer, ſea, and brine ; 
What were they all, compar'd to thine ? 


Wherein if they were ſet, 
They would diſcolour thy moſt bloody been. 


8 
Thou art my grief alone, | I 
Thou Lord conceal it not: And as thou art 
All my delight, ſo all my ſmart : 

Thy croſs took up in one, 
| By way of impreſt, all my future moan, 
| : = = 8 
ö Mattens. = 


1 Cannot ope mine eyes, 
1 But thou art ready there to catch 
My morning-ſoul and ſacrifice: 
| Then we muſt needs for that day make a match. 
My God, what is a heart ? 
{ Silver, or gold, or precious ſtone, 
Or ſtar, or rainbow, or a part 
Of all theſe things, or all of them in one: 
My God, what is a heart, 
That thou ſhouldſt it ſo eye and Woo, 
Pouring upon it all thy art, 
As if that thou hadſt nothing elſe to do? 


Indeed man's whole eſtate 
Amounts {and 1ichly) to ſerve thee : 
He did not heav'n and earth create, 
Yet ſtudies them, not him by whom they be. 
Teach me thy love to know ; 
That this new light, which now I ſee, 
May both the work and workman ſhow ; 
Then by a ſun-beam I will climb to thee. 


U 
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H that I could a fin once ſee! | 
We paint the devil foul, yet he 2 
Hath ſome good in him, all agree. | 
Sin is flat oppoſite to th* Almighty, ſeeing 
It wants the good of Virtue and of Being. 


But God more care of us hath had, 

If apparitions make us ſad, 

By ſight of fin we ſhould grow mad. 
Yet as in ſleep we ſee foul death, and live; 
So devils are our fins in proſpeAtive 


Even- Song. 


Bir be the God of Love, 
Who gave me eyes, and light, and power this day, 
Both to be buly, and to play. 
But much more bleſt be God above, 


Who gave me ſight alone, 
Which to himſelf he did deny : 
For when he ſees my ways, I die: 
But I have got his Son, and he hath none. 


What have I brought thee home 
For this thy love ? have I diſcharg'd the debt, 
Which this day's favour did beget ? 
I ran; but all I brought was fome. 


Thy diet, care, and coſt, 
Do end in bubbles, balls of wind ; 
Of wind to thee whom I have croſt, | 
But balls of wild-fre to my troubled mand, 
£44 
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7, 1, Yet till thou goeſt on, 
And now with darkneſs clofeſt weary eyes, 
Saving to man, It doth fuffice 7 


7 


Henceforth repoſe : your work 1 fone 


| Thus in thy ebony-box 
Thou doſt encloſe us till the day 
Put our amendment in our Way, 
And give new wheels to our diſorder'd clocks. 


| I muſe which ſhews more love, 
The day or night: that is the gale, this th' harbour; 
That is the walk, and this the arbour 
Or that the garden, this the grove. 


T 
1 
7 
f 

1 
I 
| 
1 


| 


FF My God, thou art all love. 

: Not one poor minute ſcapes thy breaſt, 
But brings a favour from above; 

And in this love, more than in bed, I reſt. 


Church-Monuments. 


MA HE that my ſoul repairs to her devotion, 
Here I intomb my fleſh, that it betimes 

May take acquaintance of this heap of duſt ; 

To which the blaſt of death's inceſſant motion, | 
Fed with the exhalation of our crimes, 

Drives all at laſt. Therefore I gladly truſt 
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My body to the ſchool, that it may learn 

To ſpell his elements, and find his birth 

Written in duſty heraldry and lines. 
Which diſſolution ſure doth beſt diſcern, 
Comparing duſt with duſt, and earth with earth. 
Theſe laugh at jeat, and marble put for ſigns, | 


= 


T HE ohne. 


—— 


To ſever the good fellowſhip of duſt, 

And ſpoil the meeting. What ſhall point out them, 
When they ſhall bow, ahd kneel, and fall down flat 
ro kiſs thoſe heaps, which naw they have in'truſt ? 
Dear fleſh, while I do pray, learn here they ſtem 
And true deſcent * that when thou ſhalt grow fat, 


And wanton in thy cravings, thou may'{t Know, 
That fleſh is but the glaſs which holds the duſt 
That meaſures all our time; which alſo ſhall 
Be crumbled into duſt, Maik here below, 
How tame theſe aſhes ate, how tree from luſt, 
That thou may?it ly thyſelt againſt thy fall. 


— — 


Clurck- n Ty 


QWEETESTo of ſweets, I thank you; when difpleaſurc 


Did thro' my body wound my mind, 
You took methence, and in your houſe of pleaſure 
A dainty lodging me alligu'd. 


Now I in you without a body move, 
Riſing and falling with your wings: 
We both together ſweetly live and love, 
Vet ſay ſometimes, Cod ke!p poor Kings. 


Comfort, I'll die; for if you poſt from me, 
Sure I ſhall do fo, and much mote ; 
But if I travel in your company, 
You know the way to heaven's door. 


— — — — IR 


— — 


Church Lock and Key. 
I Know 1t 1s my fin, which locks thine ears 


And binds thy hands“ 
Out-crying my requeſts, drowning my tears; 


Or elſe the chilne ſs of my faint demands 2 2? 


Ds 
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But as cold hands are angry with the fire, 
And mend it ſtill; 
So I do lay the want of my deſire, 
Not on my fins, or coldneſs, but thy will. 
Yet here, O God, only for his blood's ſake, 
Which pleads for me : 
For tho? ſins plead too, yet like ſtones they make 
His blood's ſweet current much more loud to be. 


The Church-Flonor. 


MA you the floor? that ſquare and ſpeckled ſtone, 
| Which looks fo firm and Arong, 
Is Patience. 


And th' other black and grave, wherewith each one 
Is checker'd all along, | 
Humility; 


The gentle riſing, which on either hand 


Leads to the quire above, 
Is Confidence ; 


But the ſweet cement, which in one ſure band 
Ties the whole frame, is Love 
And Charty. 


Hither ſometimes ſin ſteals, and ſtains | 
The marble's neat and curious veins : 

But all is cleanſed when th& marble weeps. 
Sometimes death, pufhng at the door, 
Blows all the duſt about the floor : 

But while he thinks to ſpoil the room, he ſweeps. 
Bleſt be the Architect, whole art = 
Could build ſo ſtrong in a weak heart. 


ne, 
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The Windows. 


ORD, how can man preach thy eternal word, 
He is a brittle crazy glaſs: 
Yet in thy Temple thou doſt him afford 
This glorious and tranſcendent place, 
To be a window, through thy grace. 


But when thou doſt anneal in glaſs thy ſtory; 
Making thy life to ſhine within 

The Holy Preachers; then the light and glory 
More rev'rend grows, and more doth win, 
Which elſe ſhews wat'riſh, bleak, and thin. 


Doctrine and life, colours and light, in one 
When they combine and mingle, bring 
A ſtrong regard and awe ; but ſpeech alone 
Doth vaniſh like a flaring thing, 
And in the ear, not conſcience, ring. 


Trinity- Sunday. 
ORD, who haſt form'd me out of mud, 


And haſt redeem'd me through thy blood, 
And ſanQtify'd me to do good; 


Purge all my fins done heretofore ; 
For I conteſs my heavy {core ; 
And I will ſtrive to ſin no more, 


Enrich my heart, mouth, hands in me, 


With Faith, with Hope, with Charity; 
That I may run, rife, 1elt with thee, 
6 
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EACE mutt'ring thoughts, and do not grudge to keep 
Within the walls of your own breaſt. 
Who cannot on his own bed ſweetly ſleep, 
Can on another's hardly reſt, 


Gad not abroad at ev'ry queſt and call 
Of an untrained hope or paſſion. 
To court each place or fortune that doth fall, 
Is wantonneſs in contemplation. 


Mark how the fire in flints doth quiet lie ; 
Content and warm t' itſelf alone: 

But when it would appear to others' eye, 
Without a knock it never ſhone. 


Give me the pliant mind, whoſe gentle meaſure 
Complies and ſuits with all eſtates ; | 

Which can let looſe to a crown, and yet with pleaſure 
Take up within a cloiſter's gates. | | 


1 


This ſoul doth ſpan the world, and hang content 
From either pole unto the cent re: 

Where in each room of the well furniſh'd tent 
He lies warm, and without adventure. 


The brags of life are but a nine days wonder: 
And after death the fumes that ſpring _ 
From private bodies, make as big a thunder, 
As thoſe which riſe from a huge king. 


Only thy chronicle is loſt ; and yet 
Better by worms be all once ſpent, 

Than to have helliſh moths ſtill gnaw- and fret 
Thy name in books, which may not rent. 


4 
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When all thy deeds, whoſe brunt thou feel'ſt alone, 


| Are chaw'd by others“ pens and tongues, 
And as their wit is their digeſtion, 


Thy nouriſh'd fame is weak or ſtrong. 


Then ceaſe diſcourling, ſoul, till thine own ground, 
Do not thyſelt or friends importune : 

He that by ſeeking hath himſelf once found, 
HFlath ever found a happy fortune. 


The Quiddity. 
Y God, a verſe is not a crown; 
No point of honor, or gay ſuit, 
No hawk, or banquet, or renown, 
Nor a good ſword, nor yet a lute ; 


It cannot vault, or dance, or play; 
It never was in France or Spain; 

Nor can it entertain the day 

With a great ſtable or demain. 


It is no office, art,. or news, 
Nor the Exchange, or buly Hall: 
But it is that, which while I uſe, 
I am with thee, and Moſt take All. 


" 28 
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Humility. 

I Saw the Virtues fitting hand in hand 
In ſev'ral ranks upon an azure throne, 

Where all the beaſts and fowls by their command 
Preſented tokens of ſubmiſſion, 
Humility, who fat the lowelt there 

| To execute their call, 
When by the beaſls the preſents tender'd were, 

Ea ve them about to all. 
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The angry Lion did preſent bis paw, 

Which by conſent was given to Manſuetude. 
The fearful Hare her ears, which by their law 
Humility d1d reach to Fortitude. 

The jealous Turkey brought his coral-chain ; 
That went to temperance. 
On Juſtice was beſtow'd the Fox's brain, 

| Kill'd in the way by chance. 


At length the Crow bringing the Peacock's plume, 

(For he would not) as they beheld the grace 

Of that brave gift, each one began to fume, 

And challenge it as proper to his place, | 

Till they fell out: which when the beaſts eſpy'd, 
They leapt upon tke throne ; 

And if the Fox had liv'd to rule their fide, 

They had depos'd each one. 


Humility, who held the plume, at this 

Did weep ſo faſt, that the tears trickling down 
Spoil'd all the train: then ſaying, Here it is 

For which ye wrangle, made them turn their frown 
Againſt the beaſts; ſo jointly bandying, 

They drive them ſoon away ; 
And then amerc'd them double gifts to bring 
At the next ſeſſion-day. 


Frailty. 
E in my ſilence how do I deſpiſe 
What upon truſt 


Is ſtiled, Honor, Riches, or fair Eyes; 
But is fair duſt ! 

1 ſurname them guided clay, 

Dear earth, fine graſs, or hay; 

In * I think my foot doth ever tread 

Upon their head. 


e 
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But when I view abroad both regiments, 

The world's, and thine, 
Thine clad with ſimpleneſs, and ſad events; 

The other fine, 

Full of glory and gay weeds, 

Brave language, braver deeds ; 
That which was duſt before, doth quickly riſe, 

And prick mine eyes. 


7 


O brook not this, leſt if what even now 
My toot did tread, 
Affront thoſe joys wherewith thou didſt endow 
And long ſince wed 
My poor foul, ev'n ſick of love; 
It may a Babel prove, 
Commodious to conquer heav'n and thee ; 
Planted in me, 


Constancy. 


y v HO is the honeſt man ? 


He that doth ſtill and ſtrongly good purſue, 
To God, his neighbour and himſelf moſt true: 

| Whom neither force nor fawning can 
Unpin, or wrench from giving all their due. 


Whoſe honeſty is not 
So looſe or eaſy, that a ruffling wind 
Can blow away, or glitt'ring look it blind: 
Who rides his ſure and even trot, 
While the world now rides by, now lags behind, 
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Who, when en trials come, 
Nor ſecks, bor hung them; but doth calmly ftay, 
Till he the thing, and the example weigh: | 
All being brought into a ſum, 
What place or perſon calls for, he doth pay. 


Whom none can work or woo, 
To uſe in any thing a trick or ſlight ; 
For above all things he abhors deceit : 

His words and works, and faſhion too 
All of a piece, and all are clear and ſtreight. 


Who never melts or thaws 
At cloſe temptations: when the day is done, 
His goodneſs ſets not, but in dark can run : 
-— The fan to others writeth laws, 
And 18 their virtue; Virtue is his ſun. 


Who, when he is to treat 
With ſick folks, women, thoſe whom paſſions ſway, 
Allows for that, and keeps his conſtant way : 

Whom others faults do not defeat; 
But though men fail him, yet his part doth aye; 


Whom nothing can procure, 
When the wide world runs bias, from his will 
To writhe his limbs, and ſhare, not mend the ill. 
This is the mark-man, ſafe and ſure, 
Who {till is right, and ous to be ſo ſtill, 


— > on . * * 


Aflidlion. 
Y heait did heave, and there came forth, O God ! 
By that I knew that thou walt in the grief, 
To guide and govern it to my relief, 
Making a ſcepter of the rod: 
Hadſt thou not had thy part, 
Sure the unruly ſigh had broke my heart, 
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But ſince thy breath gave me both life aud ſhape, | 
Thou know'ſt my tallies; and When there's fe d 
So much breath to a ſigh, Hat's then behind ? 7/7 
Or if ſome years with it eſcape, 
The figh then only is 
A gale to bring me ſooner to my bliſs. 


Thy life cn earth was grief, and thou art fill 
Conſtant unto it, makiug it to be 2 
A point of honor, now to grieve in me, 
And in thy members ſuffer ill. 
They who lament one croſs, 


Thou dying daily, praiſe thee to thy loſs, 


—— — — — —— — — 


The Star. 


RIGHT ſpark, ſhot from a brighter place, 
Where beams ſurround my Saviour's n 
Canſt thou be any where 
So well as there? 


Vet, if thou wilt from thence depart, 
Take a bad lodging in my heart; 
For thou canſt make a debtor, 
And make it better. 


Firſt with thy fire-work burn to duſt 
Folly, and worſe than folly, Juſt ; 
Then with thy light refine, 
And make. it ſhine. 


So diſengag'd from fin and ſickneſs, 
Touch it with thy celeſtial quickneſs, 
That it may hang and move 
After thy love. 
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Then with our trinity of light, 
Motion, and heat, let's take our flight 
Unto the place where thou 
Before didſt bow. 


Get mea ſtanding there, and place 
Among the beams, which crown the face 
Of him who died, to part 
Sin and my heart. 


That ſo among the reſt T may 
Glitter, and curl, and wind as they : 
That winding is their faſhion 
Of adoration, 


Sure thou wilt joy by gaining me 
To fly home like a laden ber 
Unto that hive of beams 
And garland-ftreams. 


2 
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Sunday. 


O Day moſt calm, moſt bright, 
The fruit ot this, the next world's bud, 
Th' indorſement of ſupreme delight, 
Writ by a friend, and with his blood; 
The couch of time, care's balm and bay ; 
The week were dark but for thy light : 

Thy torch doth ſhew the way. 


—— —— 
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The other days and thou 
Make up one man; whoſe face thou art, 
Knocking at heav'n with thy brow : 
The worky days are the back-part ; 
The burden of the week lies there, 


Making the whole to ſtoop and bow, 


Till thy releaſe appear. 


Man had ſtraight forward gone 
To endleſs death: But thou doſt pull 
And turn us round to look on one, 
Whom, if we were not very dull, 
We could not chooſe but look on ſtill, 
Since there is no place ſo alone, 

The which he dothnot fill. 


Sundays the pillars are, 
On which heav*n's palace arched lies: 
The other days fill up the ſpare 
And hollow room with vanities. 
They are the fruitful beds and borders 
In God's rich garden ; That is bare, 


Which parts their ranks and orders. 


The Sundays of man's life 
Threaded together on time's ſtring, 
Make bracelets to adorn the wite 
Of the eternal glottous king. 

On Sunday heav'n's gate ſtands ope 
Bleſſings are plentiful and rife, 
More plentiful than hope. 
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This ay my deer roſe, 

And did encloſe this light for his: 

That, as each beaſt his manger knows, 

Man might not of his fodder miſs. 

Chriſt hath took in this piece of ground, 
And made a garden there torthoſc 

Who want herbs for their wound. 


The reſt of our creation 

Our great Redeemer did remove 

With the fame ſhake, which at his paſſion 

Did th' earth and all things with it move. 

As Sampſon bore the doors away, _ 

Chriſt's hands, though nail'd, wrought our ſalvation, 
And did unhinge that day. 


| The brightneſs of that day 

We ſullied by our foul offence z 
Wherefore that robe we cait away, 
Having a new at his expence, 

Whoſe drops of blood paidthe full price, 
That was requir'd to make us gay, 

And fit for e 


Thou art a day of mirth: 

And where the week- days trail on ground, 
Thy flight is higher as thy birth: 

O let me take thee at the bound, 
Leaping with thee from ſev'n to ſev'n, | 
Till that we both, being toſs'd from earth, 1 
Fly hand in hand to heaven! 
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Avarice. 


ONE, thou bane of bliſs, and ſource of woe, 

Whence com'ſt thou, that thou art ſo freſh and 

I know thy parentage is baſe and low: (fine? 
Man found thee poor and dirty in a mine. 


Surely tbou didſt ſo little contribute 
To this great kingdom, which thou now haſt got, 
That he was fain, when thou waſt deſtitute, 

To dig thee out of thy dark cave and grot. 


Then forcing thee, by fire he made thee bright: 
Nay, thou haſt got the face of man; for we 
Have with our ſtamp and ſeal transfer'd our right, 
Thou art the man, and man but droſs to thee. 
Man calleth thee bis wealth, who made thee rich; 
And while he digs out thee, falls in the ditch. 


Ana- 155 ARMY y gran. 


bY well her name an Army doth preſent, 
In whom the Lord of Hoſts did pitch his tent, 


a. 


To all Angels and Saints. 


H glorious ſpirits, Who after all your bands, 
See the {ſmooth tace of God, without a frown, 
| Or ſtrict commands: 
Where ev'ry one 1s king, and bath his crown, 
It not upon his head, yet in his hands; 
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Not out of envy or maliciouſneſs 
Do I forbear to crave your ſpecial aid, 
I would addreſs 
My vows to thee moſt gladly, bleſſed maid, 
And mother of my God, in my diſtreſs: 


Thou art the holy mine, whence came the gold, 
The great reſtorative for all decay 

In young and old ; 
Thou art the cabinet where the Jewel lay: 
Chiefly to thee would I my ſoul unfold. 


But now (alas!) I dare not; for our king, 

Whom we do all jointly adore and praiſe, 
Bids no ſuch thing: 

And where his pleaſure no injunction lays, 

(Tis your own Caſe) ye never move a wing. 


All worſhip is prerogative, and a flower 
Of his rich crown, from whom lies no appeal 
At the laſt hour: 
Therefore we dare not from his garland ſteal 
To make a poly for inferior power. 
Although then others court you, if ye know | 
What's done on earth, we ſhall not fare the worſe, 
2 Who do not ſo; 
Since we are ever ready to diſburſe, 
If any one our Maſter's hand can ſhow. 


- 
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Employment. 
E that is weary, let him ſit; 
My ſoul woold ſtir 
And trade in courteſies and wit, 
Quitting the fur, 
The cold complexions needing it. 


Be 


Ur 


— 


THE CHURCH. 83 


Man is no ſtar, but a quick coal 
Of mortal fire: 
Who blows it not, nor doth control 
A faint deſire, 
Lets his own aſhes choke his ſoul. 


When th' elements did for place conteſt 


With him whoſe will 
Ordain'd the higheſt to be beſt, 


The earth ſat (till, 
And by the others is oppreſt. 


Life is a buſineſs, not good cheer ; 


Ever in wars. 
The ſun ſtill ſhineth there or here, 


| Whereas the ſtars 
Watch an advantage to appear. 


Oh that I were an orange-tree, 
That buſy plant ! 
Taen ſhould I ever laden be, 
And never want 
Some fruit for him that d reſſeth me. 


But we are ſtill too young or old; 
The man is gone 

Before we do our wares unfold: 
So we freeze on, 

Until the grave increaſe our cold. 


Denial. 
. my devot ious could not pierce 
| Thy ſilent ears; 
Then was my heart broken, as was my verſe; 
My breaſt was full of fears 
And diſorder, 
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My bent thoughts, like a brittle bow. 4 
Did fly aſunder; f g 
Each took his way: ſome would to pleaſure go, | ( 
Some to the wars and thunder To 
Of alarms. 
As good go any where, ſay they, 4 
As to benumb | | ; 
Both knees and heart, in crying, night and day, | 8 
Come, come, my Cod, O come 10 
But no hearing. 
O that thou ſhouldſt give duſt a tongue | f 


To cry to thee, 
And then not hear it crying! all day long 
My heart was in my knee, 
But no hearing. 


Therefore my ſoul lay out of ſight, 
Untun'd, unſtrung: 
My feeble ſpirit, unable to look right, 
Like a nipt bloſſom, hung 
Diſcontented. 


O cheer and tune my heartleſs breaſt, 
Defer no time; 
That ſo thy favours granting my requeſt, 
They and my mind may chime, 
And mend my rhyme. 


— — Aw 
Christmas. | The 

LL after pleaſures, as I rid one day, Hi 
My horſe and I both tir'd, body and mind, Till 


With full cry of affections quite aſtray, 
I took up in the next inn I could find. 
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There when I came, 'whom found-I but my dear, 
My deareſt Lord, expecting till the grief 
Of pleaſures brought me to him, ready there 
To be all paſſengers' moſt ſweet relief ? 


O thou whoſe glorious, yet contraſted light, 
Wrapt in night's mantle, ſtole into a manger, 
Since my dark foul and brutiſh is thy right, 

To man of all beaſts be not thou a ſtranger. 


Farniſh and deck my ſoul, that thou mayſt have 
A better lodging than a rack, or grave. 


THE ſhepherds ſing, and ſhall I ſilent be? 
My God, no hymn for thee ? 
My ſouls a ſhepherd too; a flock it feeds 
Of thoughts, and words, and deeds. 
The paſture is thy word; the ſtreams thy grace 
Enriching all the place. 
Shepherd and flock ſhall ſing, and all my powers 
- Qut-ſing the day-light hours. 
Then we will chide the ſun for letting night 
Take up his place and right : 


We ſing one common Lord; wherefore he ſhould 


| Himſelf the candle hold. 
I will go ſearching, till I find a fun 
Shall ſtay till we have done; 
A willing ſhiner, that ſhall ſhine as gladly 
As froſt-nipt ſuns look ſadly. 
Then we will ſing, and ſhine all our own day, 
And one another pay: 
His beams ſhall cheer my breaſt, and both ſo twine, 
Till ev'n his beams ſing, and my muſic ſhine. 
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Ungratefulness. 
ORD, with what bounty, and rare clemency, 
Haſt thou redeemed us from the grave? 
If thou hadſt let us run, 
| Gladly had man ador'd the ſun, 
[ And thought his God moſt brave; 
5 Where now we {hall be better gods than he, 


Þ Thou haſt but two rare cabinets full of treaſure, 
1 The Trinity and Incarnation; 

1 Thou haſt unlock'd them both, 

| i And made them jewels to betroth 

| The work of thy creation 


Unto thyſelf in everlaſting pleaſure. 


i The ſtatelier cabinet is the Trinity. 

j Whoſe ſparkling light acceſs denies : 
| Therefore thou doſt not ſhow 
| 
| 


ak. 


This fully to us, till death blow 
The duſt into our eyes: 
For by that powder thou wilt make us ſee, 


tans tro 


But all thy ſweets are pack'd up in the other; 
Thy mercies thither flock and flow ; 
| That, as the firſt affrights, 
| 
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This may allure us with delights; 
Becauſe this box we Know: 
For we have all of us juſt ſuch another. 


But man is cloſe, reſerv'd, and dark to thee; Fe 
When thou demandeſt but a heart, | T 
He cavils inſtantly. [/ | C 
In his poor cabinet of bane BE» 

Sins have their box apart, | | 
Defrauding thee, who gaveſt two for one. | 
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Stghs and Groans. 


O DO not uſe me 


After my ſins! look not on my deſert, 
But on thy glory ! then thou wilt reform, 
And not fuſe me: For thou only art 
The mighty God, but I a filly worm: 

O do not bruiſe me! 


O do not urge me! 
For what account can thy ill ſteward make ? 
I have abus'd thy ſtock, deſtroy'd thy woods, 
Suck'd all thy magazines: My head did ake, 
Till it found out how to conſume thy goods : 
O do not ſcourge me! 


; O do not blind me! 
I have deſerv'd that an Egyptian night 
Should thicken all my powers; becauſe my luſt 
Hath {till ſew'd fig-leavesto exclude thy light; 
But I am  frailty, and already duſt; 
DO do not grind me! 


O do not fill me 
v ith the turn'd vial of thy bitter wrath! 
For thou haſt other veſlels full of blood, 
A part whereof my Saviour emptied hath, 
Ev'n unto death: Since he died for my good, 
O do not kill me! 


But O reprieve me ! 
For thou haſt liſe and death at thy command; 
Thou art both Fudge and Saviour, Feast and Rod, 
| Cordial and Corroſive: Put not thy hand 
Into the bitter box; but O my God, 
4 God, relieve me, 
E 2 
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The World. 


1 built a ſtately houſe; where Fortune came: 
And ſpinning fancies, ſhe was heard to ſay, 
That her fine cobwebs did ſupport the frame, 
Whereas they were ſupported by the ſame z 

But //:ſdom quickly ſwept them all away. 


Then Pleaſure came, who, liking not the faſhion, 
Beganto make balcontes, terraces, 

Till ſhe had weak'ned all by alteration : 

But rev'rend laus, and many a proclamation 
Reformed all at length with menaces, 


Then enter'd Sin, and with that ſycamore, 

Whoſe leaves firſt ſnelter'ſt man from drought ang dew, 
Working and winding ſlily evermore, 

The inward walls and ſommers cleft and tore : 

But Grace ſhor'd theſe, and cut that as it grew. 


Then Sin combin'd with Death in a firm band, 
To raſe the building to the very floor: 

Which they effected, none could them withſtand ; 
But Love and Grace took Glory by the hand, 

And built a braver palace than before, | 
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Coloſ. iii. g. 
Our liſe is hid with Christ in God. 


Y words and thoughts do both expreſs this notion, 
That LIFE hath with the ſun a double motion, 
The firſt J8 ſtreight, and our diurnal friend; 
The other HID, and doth obliquely bend: 
One life is wrapt I fleſh, and tends to earth: 
The other winds towards HIM, whoſe happy birth 
Taught me to live here ſo, THAT {till one eye 
Should aim and ſhoot at that which IS on high; 
Quitting with daily labour all MY pleaſure, 
To gain at harveſt an eternal TREASURE. 
. \ 


Vanity. 


I fleet Aſt ronomer can bore, 

And thrid the ſpheres with his quick-piercing mind: 

He views their ſtations, walks from door to door, 
Surveys, as if he had deſign'd 

To make a purchaie there: he ſees their dances, 
And knoweth long before 

Both their full-ey'd aſpects, and ſecret glances. 


The nimble diver with his fide - 
Cuts thro? the working waves, that he may fetch 
His dearly-earned pearl, which God did hide 

On purpoſe from the vent'rous wretch ; 
That he might ſave his life, and alſo her's, | 

Who with exceſſive pride 
Her own deſtruction and his danger wears, 
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The ſubtil chymic can diveſt 
And ftrip the creature naked, till he fiad 
The callow principles within their neſt : 
There he imparts to them his mind, 
Admitted to their bed-chamber, betore 
They appear trim and dreſt 
To ordinary ſuitors at the door. 


What hath not man ſought out and found, 
But his dear God ? who yet his glorious law 
Emboſoms in us, mellowing the ground 
With ſhowers and froſt, with love and awe ; 
So that we need not ſay, Where's this command . 
| Poor man! thou ſearcheft round 
To find out Death, but miſleſt Life at hand, 


Lent. 


ELCOME dear feaſt of Lent; who loves not thee, 
He loves not Temperance, or Authority, 
But is compos'd of paſſion. 
The ſcriptures bid us faſt; * Church ſays, Now ; 
Give to thy mother what thou would'ſt allow 
To every corporation. 


The humble foul compos'd of love and fear, 

Begins at home, and lays the burden there, 
When doctrines diſagree. 

He ſays, in things which uſe hath juſtly got, 

I am a ſcandal to the Church, and not 

The Church is ſo to me. 


—— 
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True Chriſtians ſhould be glad of an occaſion, 
To uſe their temperance, ſeeking no evaſion, 
When God is ſeaſonable ; 

Unleſs authority, which ſhould increaſe 
The obligation in us, make it leſs, 
7 And power itſelf diſable. 


Beſides the cleanneſs of ſweet abſtinence, 

Quick thoughts and motions at a ſmall expence, 
A face not fearing lights : 

Whereas in fulneſs there are ſluttiſh fumes, 

Sour exhalations, and diſhoneſt rheums, 
Revenging the delight. 


Then thoſe ſame pendent profits, which the Spring 
: And Eaſter intimate, enlarge the thing, 
; | And goodneſs of the deed. 
Neither ought other men's abuſe of Lent 
Spoil the good uſe ; left by that argument 
We forteit all our creed. 


It's true, we cannot reach Chriſt's fortieth day; 
Yet to go part of that religious way, 
Is bettet than to reſt; 
1 We cannot reach our Saviour's purity ; 
Yet are we bid, Be holy even as he. 
In both let's do our beſt. 


Who goeth in the way which Chriſt hath gone, 

Is much more ſure to meet with him, than one 
That travelleth by-ways. 

Perhaps my God, tho? he be far before, 

May turn, and take me by the hand, and more 
May ſtrengthen my decays. 
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Yet Lord inſtru us to improve our faſt 


Buy ſtarving ſin, and taking ſuch repaſt, 


As may our faults control; 
That every man may revel at his door, 
Not in his parlo ur; banqueting the poor, 
And among thoſe his ſoul. 


Virtue, 


8 day, ſo cool, ſo calm, ſo bright, 


The bridal of the earth and ſky, 
The dew ſhall weep thy fall to night; 
For thou muſt die, 


Sweet Roſe, whoſe hue angry and brave 
Bids the raſh gazer wipe his eye, 
Thy root 1s ever in its grave, 


And thou muſt die. 


Sweet Spring, full of ſweet down and roſes. 
A box where ſweets compacted lie, 


My muſic ſhews ye have your cloſes, 


And all muſt die. 


Only a ſweet and virtuous ſoul, 

Like ſeaſon'd timber, never gives; 

But tho? the whole world turn to a coal, 
Then chiefly lives, 
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Nie Pearl. Matt. 13. 


Know the ways of learning; both the head 

And pipes that feed the preſs, and make it run; 
What reaſon hath from nature borrow'd, 
Or ol itſelf, like a good houſewife, ſpun 
In laws and policy; what the ſtars conſpite; 
What willing nature ſpeaks, What forc'd by fire; 
Both th' old diſcoveries, and the new found ſeas.; 
The ſtock and ſurplus, cauſe and hiſtory : 
All theſe ſtand open, or I have the keys: 

Yet I love thee. 


I know the ways of honor, what maintains 
The quick returns of courteſy and wit ; 
In vies of favors whether party gains, 
When glory ſwells the heart, and moldeth it 
To all expreſſions both of hand and eye, 
Which on the world a true love-knot may tie, 
And bear the bundle, whereſoe'er it goes: 
How many drams of ſpirits there muit be 
To ſell my life unto my friends or foes ; 

Yet I love thee. 


I know the ways of pleaſure, the ſweet ſtrains, 

The lullings and the reliſhes of it; 

The propoſitions of hot blood and brains; 

What mirth and, muſic mean; what love and wit 

Have done theſe twenty hundred years, and more: 

I know the projects of unbridled ftore : 

My ſtuff is fleſh, not braſs; my fenſes live, 

And grumble oft, that they have more in me 

Than he that curbs them, being but one to ſive: 
Yet I love thee. 


. E 5 


94 THE CHURCH. 


I know all theſe, and have them in my hand: 
Therefore not ſealed, but with open eyes 
Ifly to thee, and fully underſtand 
Both the main ſale, and the commodities ; 
And at what rate and price I have thy love; 
With all the circumſtances that may move: 
Yet thro? the labyrinths, not my groveling wit, 
But thy ſilk-twiſt let down from heav'n to me, 
Did both conduct and teach me, how by it 

To climb to 'thee. 


Aion. 


| ) ROKEN in pieces all aſunder, 
Lord hunt me not 
| A thing forgot, 
| Once a poor creature, now a wonder 
| A wonder tortur'd in the ſpace 
| Betwixt this world, and that of grace. 


| My thoughts a are all a caſe of knives, 

i Wounding my heart 

1 With ſcatter'd ſmart : 

As wat'ring- pots give flowers their lives. 
Nothing their fury can control, 


While they do wound and prick my ſoul. 


All my attendants are at ſtrife, 
Quitting their place 
Unto my face: 
Nothing performs the tafk of life: 
The elements are let looſe to fight, 
And while I live, try out their right, 
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Oh help my God ! let not their plot 
Kill them and me, 
And alſo thee, 
Who art my life: diſſolve the knot, 
As the ſun ſcatters by his light 
All the rebellious of the night. 


Then ſhall theſe powers, which work for grief, 
Enter thy pay, 
And day by day 
Labour thy praiſe and my relief; 
With care and courage building me 
Till I reach heavy! u, and mueb more thee, - - 


Man. 


My God, I heard this day, 
That none doth build a ltately habitation, 
But he that means to dwell therein. 
What houſe more ſtately hath there been, 
Or can be, than is Man? to whoſe creation 
All things are in decay, 


For Man is ev'ry thing, 
And more: he is a tree, yet bears no fruit; 
A beaſt, yet is, or ſhould be more. 
{ Reaſon and ſpeech we only bring. 
Parrots may thank us, if they are not mute, 
They go upon the ſcore. 


Man is all ſymmetry, | 
Full of proportions, one limb to another, 
And all to all the world beſides ; 
Each part may call the fartheſt brother: 
For head with foot hath private amity, 
And both * moons and tides, 
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Nothing bath got ſo far, 
But Man hath caught and kept it, as his prey. 
His eyes diſmount the higheſt ſtar: 
He is in little all the ſphere: 
Herbs gladly cure our fleſh, becauſe that they 
| Find their acquaintance there. 


For us the winds do blow; 
The earth doth reſt, heav'n move, and fountains flow. 
Nothing we ſee, but means our good, 
As our delight, or as our treaſure; 
The whole is either our cupboard of food, 
| Or cabinet of pleaſure. 


The ſtars have us to bed; 
Night draws the curtain, which the ſun withdraws; 
Muſic and light attend our head. 
All things unto our fleſt are kind 
In their deſcent and being; to our mind 
In their aſſent and cauſe, 


Each thing is full of duty: 
Waters united are our navigation; 
Diſtinguiſhed, our habitation; 
Below, our drink ; above, our meat : 
Both are our cleanlineſs. Hath one ſuch beauty ? 
Then how ere all things neat ! 


More ſervants wait on Man, 
Than he'll take notice of: in every path 
He treads down that which doth befriend him, 
When ſickneſs makes him pale and wan. 
Oh mighty love! Man is one world, and hath 
| Another to attend him. | 


IN 
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Since then, my God, chou haſt 
So brave a ds built; O dwellin it, 
That it may dwell with thee at laſt ! 
| Till then afford us ſo much wit, 
| That as the world ſerves us, we may ſerve thee, 
| And both thy ſervants be. 


| | _ Antiphon. 


Chor. RAISED be the God of Love, 
Men. Here below, 
Angels. And here above: 
f Chor. Who hath dealt his mercies ſo, 
| Ang. To his friend, 
} | Men. And to his es e 


| Cor. That both grace and glory tend 
Ang. Us of old, 
Men. And us in th' end. 
Chor, The great Shepherd of the fold. 
1 Ang. Us did make, 
Men. For us was ſold. 


Chor, He our foes in pieces brake: 
Ang. Him we touch; 
Men. And him we take. 
Chor, Wheretore fince that he is ſuch, 
Ang. We adore, 
Men. And we do crouch. 


Chor. Lord, thy praiſes ſhall be more. 
Men. We have none, 
Ang. And we no ſtore, 
Chor. Praiſed be the God alone, 
Who hath made of two folds o one, 
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Unkindness. 
ORD, make me tender to offend : | 
I friendſhip, firſt I think, if that agree, 
Which I intend, | 
/ 


Unto my friends intent and end. 
I would not ufe a friend, as I uſe thee, 


It any touch my friend, or his good name, 
It is my honor and my love to free 

His blaſted fame 
From the leaſt ſpot or thought of blame. 
I could not uſe a friend, as I uſe thee. 
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My friend may ſpit upon my curious floor: 

Would he have gold ? I lend it inſtantly; 

But let the poor, | 
And thou within them ſtarve at door. j 
I cannot uſe a friend, as I uſe thee. 


When that my friend pretendeth to a place, 
I quit my Wee and leave it free; 

But when thy grace | 
Sues for my heart, I thee diſplace ; | 
Nor would I uſe a friend, as I uſe thee, | 


Vet can a friend what thou haſt-done fulfil ? 
O write in braſs, My God upon a tree 

| His blood did ſpill, 
Only to purchaſe my good wll ; 

Vet uſe I not my foes as Toft thee 
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Life. 


Made a poſy, while the day ran by : 
Here will I ſmell my remnant out, and tie 


My life within this band. 
But time did beckon to'the flowers, and they 


By noon molt cunningly did fteal away, 
And wither'd in my hand. 


My hand was next to them, and then my beart; 
I took, without more thinking, in good part 

. Time's gentle admonition; 
Who did ſo ſweetly death's ſad taſte convey, 
Making my mind to ſmell my fatal day, 


Yet ſugr'ing the ſuſpicion, 


Farewel dear flowers ; ſweetly your time ye ſpent, 
Fit, while ye liv'd, for fmell or ornament, 

And after death for cures, 
I follow ſtreight without complaints or grief, 
Since, if my ſcent be good, I care not if 

It be as ſhort as yours. 


Submission. 
3 that thou art my wiſdom, Lord, 


And both mine eyes are thine, 
My mind would be extreamly ſtirr'd 
For des oY deſign. 


Were it not better bn beſtow 
Some place and power on me ? 
Then ſhould thy praiſes with me grow, 
And ſhare in my degree. 
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But when I thus difpute and grieve, 
I do reſume my fight ; 

And pilf'ring what I once did give, 
Diſſeiſe thee of thy right. 


How know I, if thou ſhould'ſt me raiſe, 
That I ſhould then raiſe thee ? 
Perhaps great places, and thy praiſe 
Do not ſo well agree. 


Wherefore unto my gift I ſtand; 

I will no more adviſe; 
Only do thou lend me a hand, 
 _ Since thou haſt both mine eyes. 


— iden. 


Justice. 


1. Cannot ſkill of theſe thy ways. 
Lord, thou did'ſt make me, yet thou woundeft me; 
Tord, thou doſt wound me, yet thou deft relieve me; 
Lord, thou relieveſt, yet 4 die by thee ; 
Lord, thou doſt kill me, yet thou doſt reprieve me. 


But when I mark my life and praiſe, 
Thy juſtice me moſt fitly pays; 

For I do praiſe thee, yet I praiſe thee not; 

My prayers mean thee, yet my prayers ſtray. 

1 . do well, yet fin the hand hath got; 

My ſoul duth love thee, yet it loves delay. 
I cannot {kill of theſe my ways, 


SEE, = 


Charms and Knots. 
'THO read a chapter when they riſe, 
Shall ne'er be troubled with ill eyes. 
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A poor man's rod, when thou doſt ride, 
Is both a weapon and a guide. 
Who ſhuts his hand, hath loſt his gold 
Who opens it, hath it twice told. E. 


. 


Who goes to bed, and doth not pray, R 
Maketn two nights to ev'ry day. 


Who by aſperſions throw a ſtone 
At th' head of others, hit their own. 


Who looks on ground with humble eyes, th 
Finds himſelf there, and ſeeks to riſe. , | Res 
When th? hair is ſweet thro? pride or luſt, 
The powder doth forget the duſt, => 
Take one from ten, and what remains ? 

Ten ſtill, if ſermons go for gains. 


In ſhallow waters heav'n doth ſhow w-: 
But who drinks on, to hell may go 
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Aiction. 


Ms cod, I read this day, 
That planted paradiſe was not ſo firm, 
As was and is thy floating ark, whoſe ſtay 
And anchor thou art only, to confirm 

And ſtrengthen it in ev'ry age, 

When waves do riſe, and tempeſt rage. 


At firſt we liv'd in pleaſure; 
Thine own delights thou did'ſt to us impart : 


When we grew wanton, thou did'ſt uſe diſpleaſure 


To make us thine ; yet that we might not part, 
As we at firſt did board with thee, . 
Now thou would'ſt taſte our miſery, | 
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There is but joy and grief; 
If either will convert us we are thine: 
Some angels us'd the firſt ; if our relief 
Take up the ſecond, then the double line 
And ſeveral baits in either kind 
Furniſh thy table to thy mind, 
Affliction then is ours; 
We are the trees whom ſhaking faſtens more, 
While bluſtring winds deſtroy the wanton bowe rs, 
And ruffle all their curious knots and ſtore. 
x My God, ſo temper joy and wo, 
That thy bright beams may tame thy bow. 


Mortiſication. 


| How ſoon doth man decay | 
When clothes are taken from a cheſt of ſweets 
To ſwaddle infants, whoſe young breath 
Scarce knows the way : 
Thoſe clouts are little winding-ſheets, 
Which do conſign and ſend them unto death. 


When boys firſt go to bed, 
They ſtep into their voluntary graves ; 
Sleep binds them faſt; only their breath 
Makes them not 1 
Succeſſive nights, like rolling waves, 
Convey them quickly who are bound for death. 


When youth is frank and free, 
And calls for muſic, while his veins do ſwell, 
All day exchanging mirth and breath 
In company; 
That mufic ſummons to the knell, 
Which ſhall befriend him at the houſe of death. 
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When man grows ſtaid and wiſe, 
Getting a houſe and home. where he may move 
Within the circle of his breath, 
Schooling his eyes ; 
That dumb encloſure 8 love 
Unto the cofhn that attends his death. 


When age grows low and weak, 
Marking his grave, and thawing ev'ry year, 
Till all do melt, and drown his breath 
When he would ſpeak; 
A chair or litter ſhews the bier 
Which ſhall convey him to the houſe of death. 


Man ere he is aware, 
Hath put together a ſolemnity, 
And dreſt his herſe, while he hath breath 
As yet to ſpare. 
Yet Lord, inſtruct us ſo to die, 
That all theſe dyings ma$ be life in death, 


— —— — 


Decay. 


8 were the days when thou didſt lodge with Lot, 
Struggle with Jacob, fit with Gideon, 
Adviſe with Abraham, when thy power could not 
Encounter Moſes? {ſtrong complaints and moan 

Thy words were then, Let me alone. 


One might have ſought, and found thee preſently 
At ſome fair oak, or buſh, or cave, or well : 
Is my God this way? No, they would reply: 
He is to Sinai gone, as we heard tell: 

Liſt, ye may hear great Aaron's bell. 


But now thou doſt thyſelf immure and . L 
In ſome one corner of a feeble heart: 
Where yet both fin and ſatan, thy old foes, 
Do pinch and ftreighten thee, and uſe much art 
To gain thy thirds and little part. 


I ſee the world grows old, when as the heat 
Of thy great love once ſpread, as in an urn 
Doth cloſet up itſelf, and till retreat, 

Cold fin ſtill forcing 4 in, till it return, 
| And calling juſtice all things burn. 


Misery. 


Loxo, let the angels praiſe thy name. 
Man 1s a fooliſh thing, a fooliſh thing; 
Folly and fin play all his game. 


His houſe ſtill burns; and yet he ſtill doth has, 


Man is but glaſs, 
He knows it, fill the glaſs. 


How canſtthou brook his fooliſhneſs ? 
Nay, he'll not loſe a cup of drink for thee : 
Bid him but temper his exceſs; 
Not he; he knows where he can better be, 
As he will ſwear, 
Than to ſerve thee in fear. 


What ſtrange pollutions doth he wed, 
And make his own, as if none knew but he! 
No man ſhall beat into his head, 
That thou within his curtains drawn canſt ſee; 
They. are of cloth, 
Where never yet came moth. 
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And thoſe things moſt which are moſt pure and fine : 
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The beſt of men, turn but thy hand 
For one poor minute, ſtumble at a pin: 
They would not have their actions ſcan'd, 
Nor any ſorrow tell them that they fin, 
Though it be ſmall, 
And meaſure not their fall, 


They quarrel thee, and would give over 
The bargain made to ſerve thee ; But thy love 
Holds them unto it, and doth cover 
Their follies with the wing of thy mild dove, 
Not ſuft'ring thoſe 
Who would, to be thy foes. 


My God, man cannot praiſe thy name : 
Thou art all brightneſs, perfect purity ; _ 
The ſun holds down his head for ſhame, 
Dead with eclipſes, when we ſpeak of thee. 
How ſhall infection 
Preſume on thy perfection? 


As dirty hands foul all they touch, 


So our clay hearts, ev'n when we crouch 
To ſing thy praiſes, make them leſs divine. 
Yet either this, 
Or none thy portion is. 


Man cannot ſerve thee; let him go 
And ſerve the ſwine ; thete: there 1s his delight: 
He doth not like this virtue, no; 
Give him his dirt to wallow in all night: 
Theſe preachers make 


His head to ſhoot and ake. 
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Oh fooliſh man, where are thine eyes ? 
How haſt thou loſt them in a croud of cares? 
Thou pull'ſt the rug, and wilt not riſe, 
No, not to purchaſe the whole pack of ſtars ; 

There let them ſhine, 
Thou muſt go ſleep, or dine, 


The bird that ſees a dainty bower 
Made in the tree where ſhe was wont to it, 
Wonders and ſings, but not his power 
Who made the arbor ; This US her wit. 
But man doth know 
The ſpring whence all things flow : 


And yet, as though he knew. it not, 
His knowledge winks, and lets his humours reign ; 
They make his life a conſtant blot, 
And all the blood of God to run in vain. 
Ah wretch ! what verſe 
Can thy ſtrange ways rehearſe ? 


Indeed at firſt man was a treaſure, 
A box of jewels, ſhop of rarities, 
A ring, whoſe poſy was, My Pleaſure ; 
He was a garden in a poradiſe: 
Glory and grace 
Did crown his heart and face. 


But fin hath fool'd him Now he is 
A lump of fleſh, without foot or wing 
To riſe him to the glympſe of bliſs ; 


A lick toſs'd veſſel daſhi:iy v6 each thing; 


Nay, his own ſheif: 
My God, 1 mean myſelf. 


. 
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Jordan. 


VVV firſt my lines of heav*nlyjoys made mention, 
Such was their luſtre, they did ſo excel, 

That I ſought out quaint words and trim invention, 

My thoughts began to burniſh, ſprout, and ſwell, 
Curling with metaphors a plain intention, 

Decking the ſenſe as if it were to ſell. 


Thouſands of notions in my brain did run, 

Off ring their ſervice if I were not ſped : 

I often blotted what I had begun; 

This was not quick enough, and that was dead. 
Nothing could ſeem too rich to clothe the ſun, 
Much leis thoſe joys which trample on his head. 


As e do work and wind when they aſcend, 
So did I weave myſelf into the ſenſe: 

But while I buſtled, I might hear a friend 
Whiſper, How wide is all this long pretence ! 
There is in love a ſweetneſs ready penn'd ; 

Copy out only that, and ſave expence. 


Prayer. 


Or what an eaſy, quick acceſs, 
My bleſſed Lord, art thou ! how ſuddenly 
| May our requeſts thine ear invade ! 
To ſhew that itat« diſlikes not eaſine's, 
If I but litt mine eyes my ſuit is made: 
Thou cauſt no more not hear, than thou canſt die. 
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Of what ſupreme almighty power 

Is thy great arm, which ſpans the Eaſt and Weſt, 
And tacks the centre to the ſphere |! 

By it do all things live their meaſur'd hour: 


We cannot aſk the thing which is not there, 
Blaming the ſhallowneſs of our requeſt. 


Of what unmeaſurable love 
Art thou poſſeſt, who when thou could'ſt not die, 
Weit fain to take our fleſh and curſe, 
And for our ſakes in perſon ſin reprove; 
That by deſtroying that which tied thy purſe, 
Thou mignt'ſt make way for liberality ! 


Since then theſe three wait on thy throne, 
Eaſe, Power, and Love; I value prayer ſo, 

That were I to leave all but one, 
Wealth, fame, endow ments, virtues all ſhould go: 
I and dear prayer would togetherdwell, 
And quickly gain, for each inch loſt, an ell. 
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Obedience. 


My, God, if writings may 
Convey a lordſhip any way, 
Whither the buyer and the ſeller pleaſe; 
Let it not thee diſpleaſe, 
If this poor paper do as much as they. 


On it my heart doth bleed 
As many lines, as there doth need 
To paſs itſelf and all it hath to thee ; 
To which I do agree, 
And here preſent it as wy ſpecial deeds 
\ 
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If that hereafter pleaſure 
Cavil, and claim her part and meaſure, 
As if this paſſed witha reſervation, 


Or ſome ſuch words in faſhion; 
I here exclude the wrangler from thy treaſure. 


O let thy ſacred will 
Ailthy delight in me fulfil : 
Let me not think an action mine own way, 
But as thy love ſhall ſway, 
Reſigning up the rudder to thy ſkill, 


Lord, what is man to thee, 
That thou ſhould' mind a rotten tree ? 
Yet ſince thou can'ſt not chuſe but ſee my actions; 
So great are thy perfections, 
Thou may'ſt as well my actions guide, as ſee. 


Beſides, thy death and blood 
Show'd a ſtrange love to all our good: 

| Thy ſorrows were in earneſt ; no faint proffer, 

2 Or ſuperficial offer 

Ok what we might not take, or be withſtood ; 


Wherefore I all forego : 
To one word only I ſay, No. 
When in the deed there was an intimation 
Of a gift or donation, 
Lord, let it now by way of purchaſe go. 


He that will paſs his land, 
As I have mine, may ſet his hand 
And heart unto this deed, when he hath read; 
And make the purchaſe ſpread 
To both our goods, if he to it will ſtand, 


F 
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How happy were my part, 
If ſome kind man would thruſt his heart 
Into theſe lines; till in heaven's court of rolls, 
They were by winged ſouls 
Enter'd for both, far above their deſert ! 


Conscience. 


Pa pratler, do not lower : 
Not a fair look, but thou doſt call it foul; 
Not a ſweet diſh, but thou doſt call it ſower ; 
Muſic to thee doth howl. 
By liſning to thy chatting fears 
I have both loſt mine eyes and ears, 


Pratler, no more, I lay 3 


My thoughts muſt work, but like a noiſeleſs W 


Harmonious peace malt rock them all the day: 
No room for pratlers there. 
If thou perſiſteſt, I will tell thee, 
That I have phylic to expel thee, 


And the receipt ſhall be 
My Saviour's blood: whenever had his board 
I do but taſte it, ſtraight it cleanſeth me, 
And leaves thee not a word, 
No not a tooth or nail to ſcratch, 
And at my actions carp or catch. 


Vet if thou talkeſt ſtill, 15 
Beſides my phyſic, know there's ſome for thee : 
Some wood or nails to make a ſtaff or bill 
For thoſe that trouble me: 
That bloody croſs of my dear Lord 
Is both my phyſic and my ſword. 
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Sion. 


ORD, with what glory waſt thou ſerv'd of old, 
When Solomon's temple ſtood and flouriſhed |. 
Where moſt things were of pureſt gold; 
The wood was all embelliſhed 
With flowers and carvings, myſtical and rare : 
— All ſhew'd the builder's, crav'd the ſeer's care. 


Yet all this glory, allthis pomp and ſtate 
Did not affect thee much, was not thy aim, 
Something there was that ſow'd debate: 
Wherefore thou quitt'ſt thy ancient claim : 
And now thy architecture meets with ſin; 
For all thy frame and fabrick is within. 


There thou art ſtruggling with a peeviſh heart, 
Which ſometimes croſſeth thee\ thou ſometimes it: 
The fight is hard on either vart, 
Great God doth fight, he doth ſubmit. 
All Solomon's ſea of braſs and world of ſtone 
Is not fo dear to thee as one good groan. 


And truly braſs and ſtones are heavy things: 

Tombs for the dead, not temples fit for thee : 
But groans are quick and full of wings, 
And all their metions upward be; 

And ever as they mount, like larks they ſing: 

The note is ſad, yet mulic fora king. 


— 
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Home. 
(708 Lord, my head doth burn, my heart is ſick, 
While thou doſt ever, ever ſtay : 
Thy long deferrings wound me to the quick, 
My ſpirit gaſpeth night and day. 
O ſhew thyſelf to me, 
Or take me up to thee! F 2 
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How can'ſt thou ſlay, conſidering the pace 


The blood did make which thou didſt waſte ö 


When I beheld it trickling down thy face, 
I never ſaw thing make ſuch haſte, 
O ſhew thyſelfto me, 
Or take me up tothee! 


When man wes loſt, thy pity look'd about, 
To ſee what help in th' earth or ſky : 
But there was none; at leaſt no help without: 
The help d1d in thy boſom lie. 
O ſhew thyſelf, Sc. 


There lay thy Son : and muſt he leave that neſt, 
That hive of ſweetneſs, to remove 


Thraldom from thoſe, who would not at a feaſt 


Leave one poor apple for thy love ? 
O ſhew thyſelf, &c. 


He did, he came: O my Redeemer dear, 
After all this canſt thou be ſtrange ? 
So many years baptiz'd, and not appear ; 
Ass if thy love could fail or change ? 
O ſhew thyſelf, Sc. 


Yet if thou ſtayeſt ſtill, why muſt I ſlay? 
My God, what is this world to me ? 
This world of wo ? hence all ye clouds, away, 
Away; I muſt get up and fee. 
O ſhew thyſelf, &c. 


What is this weary world, this meat and drink, 
That chains us by the teeth ſo faſt ? 
What is this woman-kind, which I can wink 
Into a blackneſs and diſtaſte? 
O ſhew thyſelf, Ec, 
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With one ſmall ſigh thou gav'ſt me th” other day 
9 I blaſted all the joys about me: 
And ſcouling on them, as they pin'd away, 
i Now come again, ſaid I, and flout me. 

O ſhew thyſelf to me, 

Or take me up to thee ? 


Nothing but drought and dearth, but buſh and brake, 
Which way ſoe'er I look, I ſee, 
Some may dream merrily, but when they wake, 


They dreſs themſelves, and come to thee, 
O ſhew thyſelf, &c. 


Me talk of harveſt; there are no ſuch things, 
| But when we leave our corn and hay : | 
There is no fruitful year, but that which brings 
The laſt and lov'd, though dreadful day. 

O ſhew thyſelf, Sc. 


O looſe this frame, this knot of man untie, 
| That my free ſoul may uſe her wing, 
Which now is pinion'd with mortality; 

As an entangled, hamper'd thing. 
O ſhew thyſelf, &c, 


What have I left, that I ſhould ſtay and groan ? 
| The moſt of me to heav'n is fled : 
My thoughts and joys are all packt up and gone, 
And tor their old acquaintance plead. 
O ſhew thyſelf, &c. 


Come, deareſt Lord, paſs not this holy ſeaſon, 
| My fleſh and bones, and joints do pray: 
And ev'n my verſe, when by the rhyme and ſeaſon 
The word is Stay, ſays ever, Come. 
O ſhew thyſelf to me, | 
Or take me up to thee ! F'q | 
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The Britiſh Church. 


I Joy, dear mother, when I view £ 
Thy perfect lineaments, and bhue Fa, 
Both ſweet and bright. . 
Beauty in thee takes up her place, 
And dat es her letters from thy face, 
When ſhe doth write. 


A fine aſpect in fit array, 
Neither too mean, nor yet too gay, 
Shews who is belt; 


Outlandiſh looks may not compare, 


For all they either painted are, 
Or elſe undreſt. 


She on the hills, which wantonly 
Allureth all, in hope to be 
By her preferr'd, 


Hath kifs'd ſo long her painted ſhrines, 
That ev'n her face by kiſſing ſhines, 
For her reward. 


She in the valley is ſo ſhy 
Of dreſſing, that her hair doth lie 
About her ears: 
While ſhe avoids her neighbour's pride, 
She wholly goes on th' other fide, 
And nothing wears. 
But, deareſt mother, (what thoſe miſs) 
The mean thy praiſe and glory is, 
And long may be. 
Bleſſed be God, whoſe love it was 
To double-motethee with his grace, 
And none but thee. 
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The Outp. 


T* merry world did on a day 


With his train- bands and mates agree 
To meet together, where I lay, 
And ali in ſport to jeer at me. 


Firſt, Beauty crept into a roſe ; 


Which when I pluckt not, Sir, ſaid ſhe, 
Tell me, I pray, whoſe hands are thole ? 
But thou ſhall anſwer, Lord, Jar. me. 


Then Money came, and chinking ſtill, 
What tune is this, poor many ſaid he: 
I heard in muſic you had ſkill. 
But thou {ſhalt anſwer, Lord, ſor me. 


Then came brave Glory — * by, 
In ſilks that whiſtled, who hut he ? 
He ſcarce allow'd me half an eye, 


But thou ſhalt anſwer, Lord, for me. 


Then came quick Wit and Converſation, 
And he would needs a comfort be, 
And, to be ſhort, make an oration. 


But thou ro A e Lord, for me. 


Yet when' the hour of thy aefign 
To anſwer theſe fine things ſhall come; 
Speak not at large, ſay, I am thine, 


And then they have their em home, 
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| Vanity. 
OOR ſilly ſoul, whoſe hope and head lies low; 
Whoſe flat delights on earth do creep and grow; 
To whom the ſtars ſhine not ſo fair as eyes; „ 3 A 
Nor ſolid work, as falſe embroideries ; 3 
Hark and beware, leſt what you now do meaſure, 
And write for ſweet, prove a moſt ſour diſpleaſure 


O hear betimes, leſt thy relenting 
May come too late! 
To purchaſe heaven for repenting 
Is no hard rate. 
If ſouls be made of earthly mold, 
Let them love gold; 
If born on high, 
Let them unto their kindred fly: 
For they can never be at reſt, 
Till they regain their ancient neſt. 
Then filly ſoul take heed ; for earthly joy 
Is but a bubble, and makes thee a boy. 
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The Dawnng. 


WAKE ſad heart, whom ſorrow ever drowns : 
Take up thine eyes, which feed on earth; 
Unfold thy forehead gather'd into frowns ; - 
Thy Saviour comes, and with him mirth: 
Awake, awake; 
And with a thankful heart his comforts take. 
But thou doſt ſtill lament, and pine, and cry, 
And feel his death, but not his victory. 


Y 
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- Ariſe, fad heart; if thou doſt not withſtand, 
Chriſt's reſurrection thine may be: 
Do not by hanging down break from the hand, 
7 Which as it riſeth, raiſeth thee: 
, . Ariſe, ariſe:; 
And with his burial-linen dry thine eyes. 
Chriſt left his grave- clothes, that we might, when grief 
Draws tears or blood, not want an handkerchief. 


ſ 
} 


" ZESU. 


ESU is in my heart, his ſacred name 
is deeply carved there: but th' other week 
A great affliction broke the little frame, 
- Ev'n all to pieces; which I went to ſeek : 
And firſt J found the corner, where was F, 
After, where ES, and next where U was graved. 
When I had got theſe parcels, inſtantly 
I ſat me down to ſpell them, and perceived 
That to my broken heart he was Teaſe you, 
And to my whole is FESU. 
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Business. 


AN'ST be idle, can'ſt thou play, 
Fooliſh ſoul, who ſinn'd to-day ? 


Rivers run, and ſprings each one 
Know their own home, and get them gone: 
Haſt thou tears, or haſt thou none? 


If, poor ſoul, thou haſt no tears, 
Would thou hacſt no fault or fears ! 
Who hath theſe, thoſe ills forbears, F 
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Winds ſtill work: it is their plot, 
Be the ſeaſon cold or hot : 
Haſt thou ſighs, or haſt thou not ? 


If thou haſt no ſighs or groans, 
Would thou hadſt no fleſh and bones! 
Leſſer pains *ſcape greater ones, 


But if yet thou idle be, 
Fooliſh ſoul, who died for thee ? 


Who did leave his Father's throne 
To aſſume thy fleſh and bone ? 
Had he life, or had he none ? 

If he had not liv'd for thee, 

Thou hadſt dy'd moſt wretchedly ; 
And two deaths had been thy fee, 
He ſo far thy good did plot, 

That his own ſelf he forgot. 

Did he die, or did he not? 

If he had not dy'd for thee 

Thou hadſt liv'd in miſery; 

Two lives worſe than ten deaths be. 


And hath any ſpace of breath 
*T'wixt his fins and Saviour's death? 


He that loſeth gold, though droſs, 


Tells to all he meets his croſs ; 
He that fins, hath he no loſs ? 


He that finds a filver vein, 


Thinks on it, and thinks again; 


Brings thy Saviour's death no gain? 


Who in heart not ever kneels, 
Neither ſin nor Saviour feels. 
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Dialogue. 


WEETEST Saviour, if my ſoul 
Were but worth the having, 
Quickly ſhould I'then control 
Any thought of waving, 
But when all my care and pains 
Cannot give the name of gains 
To thy wretch ſo full of ſtains ; 
What delight or hope remains? 


What (child) is the balance thine ? 
Thane the poize and meaſure ? 
J fay thou ſhalt be mine, 
Finger not my treaſure, 
What the gains in having thee 
Do amount to, only he, 
Nx for man was ſold, can ſce, 
That transfer'd th” accounts to me. 


But as I can ſee no merit, 

Leading to his favour : 
So the way to fit me for it, 

Is beyond my Saviour. 

As the reaſon then is thine ; 
So the way is none of mine: 
I diſclaim the whole deſign ; 
Sin diſclaims, and I reſign. 


That is all, if that I could 
Get without refining :; 
And my clay, my creature would 
Follow my reſigning; 
That as I did freely part 
With my glory and deſert, 
Left all joys to fel all fmart ——— 
Ah! no more: thou break'ſt my heart, F 6 


Dulness. 


n do I languiſh thus, drooping and dull, 


As if I were all earth ? 
O give me quickneſs, that I may with mirth 
Praiſe thee brim-full. 


The wanton lover in a curious ſtrain 
Can praiſe his faireſt fair; 

And with quaint metaphors her curled hair 
Curl o'er again: 


Thou art my lovelineſs, my life, my light, 
Beauty alone to me: 

Thy bloody death, and und eſerv'd, makes thee 
Pure red and white, 


When all perfections as but one appear, 
That thoſe thy form doth ſhow, 

The very duſt where thou doſt tread and go, 
Makes beauties here. 


Where are my lines then ? my approaches ? views ? 
Where are my window-ſongs ? 

Lovers are ſtill pretending, and ev'n wrongs | 
Sharpen their muſe. 


But I am loſt in fleſh, whoſe ſugared lies 
Still mock me, and grow bold: 

Sure thou didſt put a mind there if I could 
Find where it lies, 


Lord, clear thy gift, that with a conſtant wit 

I may but look towards thee ; 
Look only: for to love thee, who can be, 
What angel fit ? 
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Love - 70 . 


A on a window late I caſt mine eye, 

I faw a vine drop grapes, with J and C 
AnneaPd on every branch. One ſtanding by 
Aſk'd what it meant. I {who am never loth 
To ſpend my judgment) ſaid, it ſeem'd to me 
To be the body and the Jetters both 

Of Joy and Charity ; Sir, you have not miſs'd, 
The man reply'd, It figures FESUS CHRIST. 


Providence. 


FN Sacred Providence, who from end to end 
Strongly and ſweetly moveſt ! ſhall I Write, 

And not of thee, thro? whom my fingers bend 

To hold my quill? Shall they not do thee right ? 


Of all the creatures both in ſea and land 

Only to man thou haſt made known thy ways, 
And put the pen alone into his hand, 

And made him Secretary of thy Praiſe. 


Beaſts fain would ſing; birds ditty to their notes; 
Trees would be tuning on their native lute 

To thy renown : but all their hands and throats 

Are brought to man, while they are lame and mute. 


Man is the World's High-Prieft : he doth prefeft 
The ſacrifice for all: while they below 

Unto the ſervice mutter an aſſent, | 

Such as ſprings uſe that fall, and winds that blow, 


He that to praiſe and laud thee doth refrain 

Doth not refrain unto himſelf alone, 

But robs a thouſand, who would praiſe thee ſain; 
And doth commit a world of {in in one. 
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The beaſts ſay, « eat me; | ut ir beaſts muſt teach, 
The tongue is yours to eat, but mine to praiſe. 


I) he trees ſay, Pull me; ; but the hand you ſtretch, 


Is mine to write, as it is yours to raiſe. 


Wherefore, moſt ſacred Spirit, I here preſent 
For me and all my fellows praiſe to thee : 
And juſt it is that I ſhould pay the rent, 
Becauſe the benefit accrues to me, 


We all acknowledge both thy power and love 

To be exact, tranſcendent and divine 

Who doſt ſo ſtrongly and ſo ſweetly move, 

While all things have their will, yet none but thine, 


For either thy command or thy permiſſion 

Lay hands on all; they are thy right and left, 
The firſt puts on with ſpeed an expedition 
The other curbs ſin's ſtealing pace and theft: 


Nothing eſcapes them both; all muſt appear, 
And be diſpos'd, and dreſs'd, and tun'd by thee, 
Who ſweetly temper'ſt all. In we could hear 
Thy {kill and art, what muſic would it be! 


Thou art in ſmall things great, not ſmall in any; 
Thy even praiſe can neither riſe nor fall. 

Thou art in all things one, in each thing many: 
For thou art infinite 1n one, and all. 


Tempeſts are calm to thee, they know thy hand, 
And hold it faſt, as children do their fathers, 
Which cry and follow. Thou haſt made poor ſand 


Check the proud ſea, ev'n when it ſwells and gathers. 


Thy cupboard ſerves the world ; the meat is ſet, 
Where all may reach; no beaſt but knows his feed. 
Birds teach us hawking ; fiſhes have their net : 

The great prey on the leſs, they on ſome weed. 
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Nothing engend' red doth prevent his meat; 
Flies have their tables ſpread, ere they appear; 
Some creatures have in Winter what to eat; 
Others do ſleep, and envy not their cheer. 


How finely doſt thou times and ſeaſons ſpin, 
And make a twiſt checker'd with night and day! 
Which as it lengthens, winds, and winds us in, 
As bowls go on, but turning all the way. 


Each creature hath a wiſdom for his good. 
The pigeons feed their tender offspring, crying, 


Then they are callow; but withdraw their food, 
When they are fledge, that need may teach 'em flying. 


Bees work for man; and yet they never bruiſe 


Their mafter's flow'r, but leave it, having done, 
As fair as ever, and as fit to uſe: 


So both the flow'r doth ſtay, and honey run. 


Sheep eat the graſs, and dung the ground for more: 
Trees after bearing drop their leaves for ſoil: 
Springs vent their ſtreams, and by expence get ſtore: 
Clouds cool by heat, and baths by cooling boil. 


Who hath the virtue to expreſs the rare 

And curious virtues both of herbs and ſtones ? 
Is there an herb for that ? Othat thy care 
Would ſhew a root that gives expreſſions ? 


And if an herb hath power, what have the ſtars! 
A Role, beſides his beauty, is a cure. 


Doubtleſs our plagues and plenty, peace and wars 
Are there much ſurer than our art is ſure. 


Thou haſt hid metals: man may take them thence ; 
But at his peril, when he digs the place, 

He makes a grave; as if the thing had ſenſe, 

And threat! ned man, that he ſhould fill the ſpace. 
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Ev'n poiſons praiſe thee. Should a thing be loſt ? 
Should creatures want, for want of heed, their due ? 
Since where are poiſons, antidotes are moſt ; 


The help ſtands cloſe, and keeps the fear in view, 


The ſea, which ſeems to ſtop the traveller, 

Is by a ſhip the ſpeedier paſſage made. 

The winds, who think they rule the mariner, 
Are rul'd by him, and taught to ſerve his trade. 


And as thy houſe is full, ſo I adore 

Thy curious art in marſhalling thy goods. 

The hills with health abound, the vales with ſtore ; 
The South with marble ; North with furs and woods. 


Hard things are glorious; eaſy things good cheap ; 
The common all men have; that which is rare, 
Men therefore ſeek to have and care to keep. 

The healthy froſts with ſummer fruits compare. 


Light without wind is glaſs ; warm without weight 
Is wool and furs; cool without coldneſs, ſhade; 
Speed without pains, a horſe ; tall without height 
A ſervile hawk; low without loſs, a ſpade. 


All countries have enough to ſerve their need: 

If they ſeek fine things, thou doſt make them run 
For their offence; and then doſt turn their ſpeed 
To be commerce and trade from ſun to ſun, 


Nothing wears clothes but man; nothing doth need 
But he to wear them. Nothing uſeth fire, 

But man alone to ſhew his heav'nly breed : 

And only he hath fewel in deſire. 


When th? earth was dry, thou mad'ſ a ſea of wet; 


When that lay gather'd, thou did'ſt broach the mountains; 


When yet ſome places could no moiſture get, 


The winds grew gard*nets, and the clouds good fountains. 
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Rain doth not hurt my flowers; but gently ſpend 
Vour honey drops; preſs not to ſmell them here; 
When they are ripe, their odour will aſcend, 

And at your lodging with their thanks appear. 


How harſh are thorns to pears! and yet they make 
A better hedge, and needleſs reparation, | 
How ſmooth are ſilks, compared with a ſtake, 

Or with a ſtone! yet make no good foundation. 


Sometimes thou doſt divide thy gifts to man, 
Sometimes unite, The Indian nut alone 

Is cloathing, meat and trencher, drink and can, 
Boat, cable, ſail and needle, all in one. 


Moſt herbs that grow in brooks, are hot and dry. 
Cold fruits warm kernels help againſt the wind, 
The lemon's juice and rind cure mutually. 


The whey of milk doth looſe, the milk doth bind. 


Thy creatures leap not, but expreſs a feaſt, 
Where all the gueſts ſit cloſe, and nothing wants. 


Frogs marry fiſh and fleſh ; bats, bird and beaſt; 


Sponges, nonſenſe and ſenſe; mines, th' earth and plants, 


To ſhew thou art not bound, as if thy lot 

Were worſe than ours, ſometimes thou ſhifteſt hands. 
Moſt things move th' under jaw; the crocodile not, 
Moſt things ſleep lying, th' elephant leans or ſtands. 


But who hath praiſe enough ? nay, who hath any ? 
None can expreſs thy works, but he that knows them; 
And none can know thy works, which are ſo many, 
And ſo compleat, but only he that owes them. 


All things that are, though they have ſev'ral ways, 
Yet in their being join with one advice 

To honor thee ; and ſo I give thee praiſe 

In all my other hymns, but in this twice, 
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Each thing that i is, | altho” in uſe and name 
It go for one, hath many ways in ſtore 
To honor thee ; and ſo each hymn thy fame 
Extolleth many ways, yet this one more 


Hope. 
Gave to Hope a watch of mine; but he 
An Anchor gave to me. 
Then an old prayer-book I did preſent : 
And he an optic ſent. 
With that I gave a vial full of tears: 
But he a few green ears. 
Ah loiterer! I'll no more, no more I'll bring; 
I did expect a ring. 


— — 


Sins Round. 
ORRY Iam, my God, ſorry I am, 


That my offences courſe it in a ring. 
My thoughts are working like a buſy flame; 
Until their cockatrice they hatch and bring :' 
And when they once have perfected their draughts. 
My words take fire from my inflamed thoughts. 


My words take fire from my inflamed thoughts. 
Which ſpit it forth like the Sicilian hill. 

They vent the wares, and paſs them with their faults, 
And by their breathing ventilate the ill. 

But words ſuffice not, where are lewd intentions: : 
My hands do join to finiſh the inventions. 


My hands do join to finiſh the inventions : 

And ſo my fins aſcend three ſtories high, 

As Babel grew, before there were diſſentions. 

Yet ill deeds loiter not ; for they ſupply 

New thoughts of foning; wherefore to my ame 


Sorry I am, my, Gd. lem 1.4 am. 
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Time. 


EETING with Time, ſlack thing, ſaid I, 
Thy ſithe is dull, whet it for ſhame. 
No marvel, Sir, he did reply, 
If it at length deſerve ſome blame: 
But where one man would have me prind it, 
Twenty for one too ſharp do find it, 


Perhaps ſome ſuch of old did paſs, 

Who above all things lov'd his life ; 

To whom thy ſithe a hatchet was, 

Which now is but a pruning knife. 
Chriſt's coming hath made man thy debtor, 
Since by thy cutting he grows better. 


And in his bleſſing thou art bleſt : 
For where thou only wert before 
An executioner at beſt; 


Thou art a gard'ner now and more, 


An uſher to convey our ſouls 
Beyond the utmoſt ſtars and poles. 


And this is that makes life ſo long, 

While it detains us from our God. 

Ev*n pleaſures here increaſe the wrong : 

And length of days lengthen the rod. 
Who wants the place where God doth dwell, 
Partakes already half of hell, 


Of what ſtrange length muſt that needs be, 
Which ev'n eternity excludes ! 
Thus far Time heard me patiently : 
Then chafing ſaid, this man deludes : 
What do I here before his door ? 
He doth not crave leſs time, but more. 
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Gratefulness. 
1 that haſt given ſo much to me, 


Give one thing more, a grateful heart. 


See how thy beggar works on thee 
By art. 


He makes thy gifts occaſion more, 
And ſays, if he in this be croſt, 
All thou haſt given him heretofore 

| Is loſt. 


But thou didft reckon, when at firſt 
Thy word our hearts and hands did crave, 
What it would come to at the worſt 

To ſave. 


| Perpetual knockings at thy door, 
Tears ſullying thy tranſparent rooms, 


Gift upon gift, much would have more, 
| And comes. 


This notwithſtanding, thou went'ſt on, 

And didſt allow us all our noiſe ; 

Nay, thou haſt made a ſigh and groan 
Thy joys. 


Not that thou haſt not Rill above 

Much better tunes than groans can make ; 

But that theſe country-airs thy love 
Did take. 


Wherefore I cry, and cry again; 
And in no quiet can'ſt thou be, 
Till I a thankful heart obtain | 

Of thee : 


— 
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Not thankful, when it pleaſeth ne 
As if thy bleſſings had ſpare days: 
But ſuch a heart, whoſe pulſe may be 

Thy praiſe. 


Peace. 


WEET Peace, where doſt thou dwell? I humbly crave, 
Let me once know, 
I ſought thee in a ſecret cave, 
And aſk'd if Peace were there, 
A hollow wind did feem to anſwer, No ; 
Go ſeek elſewhere, 


I did; and going, did a rainbow note : 
Surely thought TI, 
This is the lace of Peace's coat : 
I will ſearch out the matter. 
But while I look'd, the clouds immediately 
Did break and ſcatter, 


Then went I to a garden, and did ſpy 
| A gallant flower, | 
The Crown Imperial: Sure ſaid I, 
Peace at the root muſt dwell, 
But when I digg'd, I ſaw a worm devour 
What ſhow'd ſo well. 


At length I met a rev'rend good old man: 
Whom when for Peace 
I did demand, he thus began ; 
There was a Prince of old 
At Salem dwelt, who liv'd with good increaſe 
Of flock and fold, 
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He ſweetly liv'd; yet ſweetneſs aid not fave 


His lite from foes, 
But after death out of his grave 


There ſprang twelve ſtalks of wheat : 


Which many wond'ring at, got ſome of thoſe 
To plant and ſet. 


It proſper'd ſtrangely, and did ſoon diſperſe 
Through all the earth; 
For they that taſte it do rehearſe, 
That virtues lie therein ; 
A ſecret virtue, bringing Peace and Mirth 
By flight of fin. 


Take of this grain, which in my garden grows, 
And grows for you ; 
Make bread of it ; and that repoſe 
And Peace, which every where 
With ſo much earneſtneſs you do purſue, 
Is only there, 


Confes$10n. 


DS What a cunning gueſt 

Is this ſame grief! within my heart I made 
Cloſets, and in them many a cheſt; 
And, like a maſter in my trade, 

In thoſe cheſts, boxes; in each box, a till: 

Yet grief knows all, and enters when he will. 


No ſerue, no piercer can 
Into a piece of timber work and wind, 

As God's afflictions into man, 

When he a torture hath deſign'd. 
They are too ſubtil for the ſubtleſt hearts; 
And fall, like rheums upon the tendereſt parts, 
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We are the eatth, and they, | 
Like moles within us, Hedve and caſt about : 
And till they foot and clutch their prey, 
They never cool, much leſs give out. 
No ſmith can make ſuch locks, but they have keys ; 
Cloſets are halls to them ; and hearts highways ; 


Only an open breaſt 
Doth ſhut them out, ſo that they cannot enter ; 

Or if they enter, cannot reſt, 

But quickly ſeek ſome new adventure, 
Smooth open hearts no faſt'ning have; but fiction 
Doth give a hold and handle to affliction, 


Wherefore my faults and ſins, 
Lord, I acknowledge: take thy plagues away: 
For ſince confeſſion pardon wins, 
I challenge here the brighteſt day, 
The cleareſt diamond: let them do their beſt, 
They ſhall be thick and cloudy to my breaſt. 


— 


— — 


Giddiness. 


H what a thing is man; how far from power, 
From ſettled peace and reſt! 
He is ſome twenty ſev'ral men at leaſt 
Each ſev'ral hour. 


One while he counts of heav'n, as of his treaſure : 
But then a thought creeps in, 

And calls him coward, who for fear of ſin, 
Will loſe a pleaſure, 
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Now he will fight it out, and to the wars; 
Now eat his bread in peace, 

And ſnudge in quiet; now he ſcorns increaſe; 
Now all day ſpares. 


He builds a houſe, which quickly down muſt go, 


As if a whirlwind blew 
And cruſh'd che building: and its partly true, 
His mind is ſo. / 


O what a ſight were man, if his attires 
| Did alter with his mind ! 
And like a dolphin's ſkin, his clothes combin'd 
With his deſires! 


Surely, if each one ſaw another's heait, 
There would be no commerce, 

No ſale or bargain paſs; all would diſperſe, 
And live apart. 


Lord, mend, or rather make us: one creation 
Will not ſuffice our turn: 

Except thou make us daily, we ſhall ſpurn 
Our own ſalvation. 


— 


The Bunch of Grapes. 


"OY, 1 did lock thee up, but ſome bad man 
Hath let thee out again: 
And now, methinks, I am where I bo 
Seven years ago; one vogue and vein, 
Oae air of thoughts uſurps my brain. 
I did towards Canaan draw; but now I am 
Brought back to the Red Sea, the ſea of ſhame. 
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For as the Jews of old by God's command 
Travell'd, and ſaw no town; 
So now each Chriſtian hath his journey ſpann'd : 
Their ſtory pens and ſets us down, 
A ſingle deed is ſmall renown. 
God's works are wide, and let it in future times: 
His ancient juſtice overflows our crimes. 


Then have we too our guardian-fires and clouds; 
O ir ſcripture-dew drops faſt: 
We have our ſands and ſerpents, tents and ſhrouds: 
Alas ! our murmurings come not laſt, 
But where's the cluſter ? Where's the taſte 
Of mine inheritance ? Lord, if I muſt borrow, 
Let me as well take up their joy as forrow. 


But can he want the grape who hath the wine ? 
I have their fruit and more, 
Bleſſed be God, who proſper'd Noak's vine, 
And made it bring forth grapes good ſtore. 
But much more him I muſt adore, 
Who of the law's ſour j Juice ſweet wine did make, 
Ev'n God himſelf being preſſed for my ſake, 


— TI 


Love Unknown. 
EAR friend, ſit down, the tale is long and ſad * 


And in my faintings I preſume your love 
Will more comply than help. A Lord I had, 
And have, of whom ſome grounds, which may improve, 
I hold for two lives, and both lives in me. 
To him I brought a diſh of fruit one day, 
And in the middle plac'd my heart. But he 
(I ſigh to ſay) 
G 
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F ͤ eee Cn ered 


Look'd on a ſervant, who did know his eye 
Better than you knew me, or {which is one) 

Than I myſelf. The fervant inſtantly ( 
Quitting the fruit, feiz*d on my heart alone, [ 
And threw it in a font, wherein did fall \ 
A ſtream of blood, which iſſued from the ſide E 
Of a great rock: I well remember all, 


ö 
| And have good cauſe ; There it was dipt and dy'd, I 
And waſh'd, and wrung : The very wringing yet I 
| Enforceth tears. Your heart was foul, I fear. V 
Indeed 'tis true. I did and do commit F 
Many a fault, more than my leaſe will bear; Fe 
Yet ſtill aſk'd pardon, and was not deny'd. It 
But you ſhall hear. After my heart was well, In 
And clean and fair, as I one even-tide D. 
(I ſigh to tell) T 
Walk'd by myſelf abroad, I ſaw a large By 
And ſpacious furnace flaming, and thereon W 
A boiling cald ron, round about whoſe verge fo, 
Was in great letters ſet AFFLICTION. . Mo 
The greatneſs ſhew'd the owner. So I went thi 
Jo fetch a ſacrifice out of my fold, | Thy 
Thinking with that, which 1 did thus preſent, The 
To warm his love, which I did fear grew cold. All 
But as my heart did tender it, the man Whe 
Who was to take it from me, ſlipt his hand, — 
ti 


And threw my heart into the ſcalding pan ; 
My heart that brought it (do you underſtand ?) — 
The offe rer's heart. Your heart was hard, I fear, 
Indeed 'tis true, I found a callous matter 
Began to ſpread and to expatiate there: 

But with a richer drug than ſcalding water 

I bath'd it often, ev'n with holy blood, All. 
Which at a board, While many drunk bare wine, 

A friend did ſteal into my cup for good, | 

Ev'n taken inwardly, and moſt divine, # Rath 


THE CHURCH, 195 


* „ * anne, 
A . 


—— 


To ſupple hardneſſes. But at the length 

Out of the cald ron getting, ſoon I fled 

Unto my houſe, where to repair the ſtrength 
Which I had loſt, I hafted to my bed: 

But when I thought to ſleep out all theſe faults, 

(1 ſigh to ſpeak) 

I found that ſome had ſtuff'd the bed with thoughts, 
I would ſay thorns. Dear, could my heart not break, 
When with my pleaſures ev'n my reſt was gone ? 
Full well I underſtood who had been there: 

For I had given the key to none but one: 
It muſt be he. Your heart was dull, I fear. 

Indeed a flack and ſleepy ſtate of mind 

Did oft poſſeſs me ſo, that When I pray'd, 

Though my lips went, my heart did ſtay behind 
But all my ſcores were by another paid, 

Who took the debt upon him. Truly, friend, 

For ought I hear, your Maſter ſhctus to you 
More favour than \ou wot of Mark the end, 

The font did only what was old renew; 

The caldron ſuppled what was grown too hard. 

The thorns did quicken what was grown too dull; 

All did but ſtrive to mend what you had marr d. 

Wherefore be cheer'd, and praiſe him to the full 

Each day, each hour, each moment of the week, 
Who fain would have you be new, tender, quick. 


Man's Medley. 


ARK how the birds do ſing, 
And woods do ring. 
All creatures have their joy, and man hath his, 
Yet, if we rightly meaſure, 
Man's joy and pleaſure 
Rather hereafter, than in preſent, 1s. G 2 
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To this life things of ſenſe 
Me ke their pretence: 
In th' other angels have a right by birth: 
Man ties them both alone, 
And makes them one, 


With th' one hand touching heaven, with th' other earth. 


In ſoul he mounts and flies, 
In fleſh he dies: 
Ile wears a ſtuff, whoſe thread is coarſe Oo round, 
But trimm'd with curious lace, 
And ſhould take place 
After the trimming, not the tuff and ground, 


Not, that he may not here 
Taſte of the cheer : 
But as birds drink, and ſtraight lift up their heads; 
So mult he ſip, and think 
Ot better drink 
He may attain to, after he is dead. 


But as his joys are double, 
So is his trouble. 
He hath two winters, other things but one: 
Both froſts and thoughts do nip, 
And bite his lip; 
And he of all things fears two deaths alone. 


Yet ev'n the greateſt griefs 
May be reliets, 
Could he but take them right, and in their ways. 
Happy is he, whoſe heart 
Hath found the art 
To turn his double pains to double praiſe. 


„ 


—— 
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The Storm. 


E as the winds and waters here below 
Do fly and flow 
My ſighs and tears as buſy were above 
| Sure they would move 
And much affect thee, as tempeſtuous times 
Amaze poor mortals, and object their crimes. 


Stars have their ſtorms, ev'n in a high degree, 


As well as we. | 
A throbbing conſcience ſpurred by remorſe 
Hath a ſtrange force : 
It quits the earth, and mounting more and more, 
Dares to aſſault thee, and beſiege thy door, 


There it ſtands knocking to thy muſic's wrong, 
And drowns the ſong. 
Glory and honour are ſet by, till it 
An anſwer get. 
Poets have wrong'd poor ſtorms : Such days are beſt ; 
They purge the air without, within the breaſt, 


Paradise. 


Bleſs thee, Lord, becauſe I GROW 
Among thytrees, which in a ROW 
To thee both fruit and order OWE. 


What open force, or hidden CHARM 
Can blaſt my fruit, or bring me HARM, 
While the encloſure is thine ARM? 
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Encloſe me ſtill, for fear I START. 
Be to me rather ſharp and TART, 
Than let me want thy hand and ART. 


When thou doſt greater judgments SPARE, 
And with thy knife but prune and PARE, 


Ev'n fruitful trees more fruitful ARE. 


Such ſharpne 's ſhows the ſweeteſt FRIEND : 


Such cuttings rather heal than REND : 


And ſuch beginnings touch their EN D. 


1 — 


The Method. 


Poor heart, lament, 
For ſince thy God refuſeth ſtill, 


There is ſome rub, ſome diſcontent, 


Which cogels his will. 


Thy Father could 


Quickly effect what thou doſt move: 


For he is Power, and ſure he would, 
For he is Love, 


Go ſearch this thing, 


Tumble thy breaſt, and turn thy book: 


If thou had'ſt loſt a glove or ring, 
Would'ſt thou not look ? 


What do I ſee 
Written above thee ? Yeſterday 
I did behave me careleſsly, 

When 1 did pray. 
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. And ſhould God's ear 

To ſuch indifferents chained be, 

Who do not their own motions hear ? 
Is God leſs free ? 


But ſtay: what's there? 
Late, roßen. I would have ſomething done, 


I had a motion to forbear, 


Yet I went on. 


And ſhould God's ear, 
Which needs not man, be ty'd to thoſe 
Who hear not him, but quickly hear 
„His utter foes? 


Then once more pray ; : 
Down with thy knees, up with voice: 


Seek pardon firſt, and God will lay, 


Glad heart, rœoice. 
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Divinity. 


S men, for fear the ſtars ſhould ſlip and nod 
And trip at night, have ſpheres ſupply'd ; 
As if a ſtar were duller than a clod, 


Which knows his way without a guide ; 


Juſt ſo the other heav'n they alfo ſerve, 


Divinity's tranſcendant ſky : 


Which with the edge of wit they cut and carve. 


Reaſon triumphs, and faith lies by. 


Have thicken'd it with definitions ? 


And jagg'd his ſeamleſs coat, had that been fine, 


With curious queſtions and diviſions ? 


Could not that wiſdom, which firſt broach'd the wine, 
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But all the dofrine which he taught and gave, 
Was clear as heav'n from whence it came: 
At leaſt thoſe beams of truth, which only ſave, 
Surpaſs in brightneſs any flame. 


Love God, and love your neightour. Watch and pray. 
| Do as you would be done unto, | 
O dark inſtructions, ev'n as dark as day! 

Who can theſe gordian knots undo ? 


But he doth bid us take his blood for wine. 
Bid what he pleaſe; yet I am ſure, 

To take and taſte what he doth there deſign, 
Is all that ſaves, and not obſcure, 


Then burn thy Epicycles, fooliſh man ; 


Break all thy ſpheres, and ſave thy head. 
Faith needs no ſtaff of fleſh, but ſtoutly can 
To heav'n alone both go and lead. 


Ephel. iv. 30. 
_ Grieve not the Holy Spirit, &c. 


ND art thou grieved, ſweet and ſacred Dove, 
When I am ſour, 
And croſs thy love? 
Grieved for me? the God of ſtrength and power 
Griev'd for a worm, which when L tread, 
I paſs away and leave it dead ? 
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Then weep mine eyes, the God of love doth grieve: 
Weep fooliſh heart, 
And weeping live ; 
For death is dry as duſt. Vet if ye part, 
End as the night, whoſe ſable hue 
Your {ins expreſs ; melt into due, 


When ſaucy mirth ſhall Knock or call at door, 
Cry out, Get hence, 
Or cry no more. 
| Almighty God doth grieve, he puts on a Rete: : 
I ſin not to my grief alone, | 
But to my God's too; he doth groan. 


O take thy lute, and tune it to a ſtrain, 
Which may withithee 
All day complain. 
There can no diſcord but in ceaſing be. 
Marbles can weep ; and ſurely ſtrings 
More bowels have than ſuch hard things: : 


Lord, I adjudge myſelf to tears and grief, 
Ev'n endleſs tears 
Without relief. 
If aclear ſpring for me no time forbears, 
But 1uns, although I be not dry; 
I am no chryſtal, whet ſhall I ? 


Yet if I wail not till, ſince till to wail 
Nature denies ; 
And fleſh would fail, 
If my deſerts were maſters of mine eyes; 
Lord, pardon, for thy Son makes good 
My want of tears 8 ſtore of blood. 
5 
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The Family. 


| * doth this noiſe of thoughts within my heart, 


As if they had a part ? 
What do theſe loud complaints and pulling fears, 
As if there were no rule or ears? 


But, Lord, the houſe and family are thine, 
Though ſome of them repine, 
Turn out theſe wranglers, which defile thy ſeat: 
For where thou dwelleſt all is neat. 


Firſt, peace and filence all diſputes control, 
Then order plays the ſoul; 
End giving all things their ſet forms and hours, 
Makes of wild woods ſweet walks and bowers. 


Humble obedience near the door doth ſtand, 
Expecting a command: 
Than whom in waiting nothing ſeems more ſlow, 
Nothing more quick, when ſhe doth go. 


Joys oft are there, and griefs as oft as joys; 
But griets without a noiſe ; 
Yet ſpeak they louder than diſtemper'd fears: 
What is ſo ſhrill as ſilent tears ? 


This is thy houſe, with theſe it doth abound : 
And where theſe are not found, 
Perhaps thou com'ſt ſometimes, and for a day; 
But not to make a conſtant ſtay, 


THE CHURCH. 143 


The Size. 


| Content thee, greedy heart, 
Modeſt and moderate joys to thoſe, that have 
Title to more hereafter when they part, 
Are paſſing brave. 
Let th' upper ſprings into the low 
Deſcend and fall, and thou doſt flow. 


What tho? ſome have a fraught 
Of cloves and nutmegs, and in cinnamon fat! ? 
It thou haſt wherewithal to ſpice a draught, 
When griets prevail, 
And for the future time art heir 
To the Iſle of Spices, is't not fair? 


\ 
| To be in both worlds full 
Is more than God was, who was hungry here. 
Would'ſt thou his laws of faſt ing diſannul ? 
Enact good cheer ? 
Lay out thy joy, yet hope to ſave it ? 
Would'ſt thou both eat thy cake, and have it? 


Great joys are all at once; 
But little do reſerve themſelves for more: 
Thoſe have their hopes; thele what they have renounce 
And live on ſcore : 
Thoſe are at home; tneſe journey ſtill, 
And meet the reſt on Sion's hill. 


Thy Saviour ſentenc'd joy, 
And in the fleſh condemn'd it as unfit, 
At leaſt in lump; for ſuch doth oft deſtroy, 
Whereas a bit 
Doth tice us on to hopes of more, | 
And for the preſent health reſtore, G 6 


. 7 CIS 


— = — 


——— 


- n r 
_ ä 
3 =o 4 — 


0 —— — Ns EE EI Os TE - 
Cntr inns I IEEE Ds = 
7 — — 


5 — — — 


144 THE CHURCH. 


ant OTA AA GIORGIO RC SORE PET IG At Ad OS, MINI OH AIST, OOF ——— 


A Chriſtian's ſtate and caſe 
Is not a corpulent, but a thin and ſpare, 
Yet aQtive ſtrength: whoſe long and bony face 
Content and care 
Do ſeem to equally divide, 
Like a pretender, not a bride. 


Wherefore ſit down good heart, 
Graſp not at much, for fear thou loſeſt all: 
If comforts feel according to deſert, 
They would great froſts and ſnows deſtroy ; 
For we ſhould count fince the laſt joy. 


Then cloſe again the ſeam 
Which thou haſt open'd ; do not ſpread thy robe 
In hope of great things. Call to mind thy dream, 
An earthly globe, 
On whoſe meridian was engraven, 
Theſe ſeas are tears, and heav'n the haven. 


— — — 


Artillery. 


S I one evening ſat before my cell, 
Methought a ſtar did ſhoot into my lap. 

I roſe and ſhook my clothes, as knowing well, 

That from ſmall fires comes oft no ſmall miſhap : 
When ſuddenly I heard one ſay, 
Do as thou uſeſt, diſobey, 
Expel good motions from thy breaſt, 

lick have the face of fire, but end in reſt. 
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I, who had heard of muſic in the ſpheres, 
But not of ſpeech in ſtars, began to mule : 
But turning to my God, whoſe miniſters 
The ſtars and all things are; if I refuſe, 
Dread Lord, ſaid I, ſo oft my good; 
Then I refuſe not ev'n with blood 
To waſh away my ſtubborn thought: 
For I will do, or ſuffer what I ought. 


But I have alſo ſtars and ſhooters too, 
Born where thy ſervants both artilleries uſe. 
My tea1s and prayers night and day do wo, 
And work up to thee; yet thou doſt refuſe. 
Not but I am I muſt ſay till) 
Much more oblig'd to do thy will, 
Than thou to grant mine: but becauſe 
Thy promiſe now hath ev'n ſet thee thy laws: 


Then we are ſhooters both, and thou doſt deign 
To enter combat with us, and conteſt 


With thine own clay. But I would parley fain: 


Shun not my arrows, and behold my breaſt, 
Yet if thou ſhunneſt, I am thine ; 
-T mult be ſo, if I am mine. 

There is no articling with thee : 

I am but finite, yet thine infinitely. 
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C ePLASAKE: 2 JO 


Church Rents and Schisms. 


RAVE Roſe, (alas!) where art thou? in the chair, 


Where thou didſt lately fo triumph and ſhine, 
A worm doth fit, whoſe many feet and hair 
Are the more foul the more thou art divine, 
This, this hath done it, this did bite the root 
And bottom of the leaves; which when the wind 
Did once perceive, it blew them under foot, 
Where rude unhallow'd ſteps do cruſh and grind 
Their beauteous glories. Only ſhreds of thee, 
And thoſe all bitten, in thy chair I ſee. 


Why doth my mother bluſh ? Is ſhe the Roſe, 
And ſhows it ſo? Indeed Chriſt's precious blood 
Gave you a colour once; which when your focs 
Thought to let out, the bleeding did you good, 
And made you look much freſher than before. 
But when debates and fretting jealouſies 
Did worm and work within you more and more, 
Your colour faded, and calamities : 

Turned your ruddy into pale and bleak ; 

Your health and beauty both began to break, 


Then did you ſev' ral parts unlooſe and ſtart ; 


Which when your neighbours ſaw, like a North wind 


They ruſhed in, and calt them in the dirt 


Where pagans tread. O mother dear and kind, 


Where ſhall I get me eyes enough to weep, 

As many eyes as ſtars, ſince it is night, 

And much of Aja and Europe faſt aſleep, 

And even all ric; would at leaſt I might 
With theſe two poor ones lick up ali the dew, 
Which falls by night, and pour it out for you, 
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Justice. 


() Dreadful Juſtice, what a fright and terror 
Waſt thou of old, 
When fin and error 
Did ſhow and ſhape thy looks to me, 
Aad thro? their glaſs diſcolour thee! 
He that did but look up, vas proud and bold. 


The diſhes of thy balance ſeem'd to gape, 
Like two great pits ; 
The beam and ſcape 
Did like ſome tott' ring engine ſhow ; 
Thy hand above did burn and glow, 
Danting the ſtouteſt hearts, the proudeſt wits, 


But now that Chriſt's pure vail preſents the ſight, 
I fee no fears: 
Thy hand 1s white, 
Thy ſcales like buckets, which attend 
Aud interchangeably deſcend, 
Lifting to heaven from this well of tears, 


For where before thou didſt call on me, 
Now I {till touch 
And harp on thee. 
God's promiſes have made thee mine ; 
Why ſhould I Juſtice now decline? 
Againſt me there is none, but for me much. 


—ͤ——— — — 


— — — — — NE CATE 


"The Pilgrimage. 


I Travel on, ſeeing the hill, where lay 
My expeCtation, 
A long it was and weary way. 
The gloomy cave af deſpe rat ion 
J left on th' one, and on the other fide 
The rock of pride. 


— A Wn RE 


— 


148 THE CHURCH, 


And ſo I came to Fancy's Meadows ſtrow'd 
With many a flower: 
Fain would I here have made abode, 
But I was quicken'd by my hour, 
So to care's cops I came, and there got through 
With much ado. 


That led meto the wild of paſſion; which 
Some call the world; 
A waſted place, but ſometimes rich. 
Here I was robb'd of all my gold, 
Save one good angel, which a friend had ty'd 
Cloſe to my fide, 


At eng I got unto the gladſome hill, 
Where lay my heart; and climbing ſtill, 
When I had gain'd the brow and top, 
A lake of brackiſh wateis on the ground 
Was all 1 found. 


With that abaſh'd, and ſtruck with many a ſting, 
Of {warming fears, 
I fell, and cry'd, Alas my King! 
Can both the Way and end be tears? 
Yet taking heart, I roſe, and then perceiv'd. 
I was deceiv'd. 


My hill was Cancer : ſo I flung away, 
Vt heard a cry 
Juſt as I wen!, None goes that way 
| And les ; If th: t te al., ſaid I, 
After ſotoul a journey death is fair, 
And but a chair, 
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The Holdfast. 


Threat'ned to obſerve the {ſweet decree 
Of my dear God with all my power and might : 
But I was told þ one it could not be; 
Yet I might truſt in God to be my light. 


Then will I truſt, ſaid I, in him alone. 

Nay, ev'n to truſt in him, was alſo his: 
We mult confeſs, that nothing is out own. 
Then I confeſs that he my ſuccour is. 


But to have nought is ours, not to confeſs 
That we have nought. I ſtood amaz'd at this, 
Much troubled, till I heard a friend expreſs, | 
That all things were more ours by being his. | 
What Adam had, and forteited for all, | 
Chriſt keepeth now, who cannot fail or fall. 


. — —  — 


Complaining. 
O not beguile my heart, 
Becauſe thou art 
My power and wiſdom. Put me not to Bane, 
Becauſe I am 
Thy clay that weeps, thy duſt that calls. 


Thou art the Lord of glory; 
The deed and ſtory 
Are both thy due: but I a filly fly, 
That live or die, 
According as thy weather falls. 


Art thou all juſtice, Lord ? 
Shows not thy word 
More attributes? Am I all throat or eye, 
To weep or cry? 
Have I no parts but thoſe of grief? 
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Let not thy wrathful power 
Afflict my hour, 
My inch of life; or let thy gracious power 
Contract my hour, 
That I may climb and find relief. 


The Discharge. 


USY inquiring heart, what would'ſt thou know ? 
Why doſt thou prey, 
And turn and leer, and with a licorous eye 
Look high and low, | 
And in thy lookings ſtretch and grow ? 


Haſt thou not made thy counts, and ſumm'd up all? 
Did not thy heart 


Give up the whole, and with the whole depart ? 


Let what will fall: 
That which is paſt who can recal ? 


Thy life is God's, thy time to come is gone, 
And 1s his right. 
He is thy night at noon: He is at night 
Thy noon alone. 
The crop is his, for he hath ſown, 


And well it was for thee, when this befel, 
That God did make 
Ty buſineſs his, and in thy life partake : 
For thou can'ſt tell, 
If it be his once, all is well. 


Only the preſent is thy part and fee 


And happy thou, 
If, tho' thou didft not beat thy future brow, 
Thou could'ſt well ſee 
What preſent things requir'd of thee, 
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They aſk enough; why ſhould'ſt thou further go ? 
Raiſe not the mud 
Of future depths, but drink the clear and goods 
Dig not for wo, 
In times to come; for it will grow. 


Man and the preſent fit : if he provide, 
| He breaks the ſquare. 
This hour is mine: if for the next I care, 
| | I grow too wide, | 
| And do incroach upon Death's ſide : 


For Death each hour environs and ſurrounds. 
He that would know 
And care for future chances, cannot go 
| .. Unto thoſe grounds ) 
But thro' a church-yard which them bounds. 


| Things preſent ſhrink and die : but they that ſpend 
Their thoughts and ſenſe 

On future grief, do not remove it thence, 

ö But it extend, 

| And draw the bottom out an end. 


God chains the dog till night: wilt looſe the chain, 
And wake thy ſorrow ? 

Wilt thou foreſtal it, and now grieve to-morrow, 
And then again 

Grieve over freſhly all thy pain ? 


Either grief will not come; or if it muſt, 
Do not forecaſt : 
And while it cometh, it is almoſt paſt. 
Away diſtruſt : 
My God hath promis'd ; he is juſt. 
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Praise. 
* of Glory, King of Peace, 


I will love thee: 
And that love may never ceaſe, 
I will move thee. 


Thou haſt granted my requeſt, 
Thou haſt heard me 

Thou didſt note my working breaſt, 
Thou haſt ſpar'd me. 


Wherefore with my utmoſt art 
I will {ing thee, 

And the cream of all my heart 
I will bring thee. 


Though my fins againſt me cried, 


Thou didſt clear me; 
And alone, when they replied, 
Thou didſt hear me. 


Sev'n whole days, not one in ſeven, 


I will praiſe thee, 
In my heart, tho? not in heaven, 
I can raiſe thee. 


Thou grew'ſt ſoft and moiſt with tears, 
Thou relented'ſt: 

And when Juſtice call'd for Fears, 
1 hou diſſented'ſt. 


Small it is, in this poor ſort 
To enrol thee ; 
 Ev'n eternity is too ſhort 
To extol thee, 
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An Offering. 
\ OME, bring thy gift, If bleſſings were as ſlow 


As men's returns, what would become of fools ? 
What heſt thou there? a heart? but is it pure? 
Search well and ſee; for hearts have many holes. 

Yet cne pure heart is nothing to beſtow; 
In Chriſt two natures met to be thy cure. 


O that within us hearts had propagation, 

Since many gifts do challenge many hearts! 

Yet one, if good, may title to a number, 

And ſingle things grow fruitful by deſerts. 

In public judgments one may be a nation, 

And fence a plague, while others ſleep and ſlumber. 


But all I fear is, leſt thy heart diſpleaſe, 

As neither good, nor one: fo oft diviſions 
Thy luſts have made, and not thy luſts alone; 
Thy paſhons alſo have their ſet partitions. 
Theſe parcel out thy heart. Recover theſe, 
And thou may'ſt offer many gifts in one. 


There is a balſam, or indeed a blood, 

Dropping from heav*n, which doth both cleanſe and cloſe 
All ſorts of wounds; of ſuch ſtrange force it is. 

Seek out this all-heal, and ſeek no repoſe, 

Until thou find and uſe it to thy good; 

Then bring thy gift, and let thy hymn be this; 


SINCE my ſadneſs 
Into gladneſs, 
Lord, thou doſt convert; 
O accept 
What thou haſt kept, 
As thy due deſert. 
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| Had I many, | 
Had I any, 
(For this heart is none) 
All were thine 


And nove of mine, 
Surely thine alone, 


Yet thy favour, 

May give favour 
To this poor oblation; 

And it raiſe 

To be thy praiſe, 
And be my ſalvation. 


Longing. 


\ y ITH ſick and famiſh'd eyes 
With doubling knees, and weary bones, 
To thee my cnes, 
To thee my groans, 
To thee my ſighs, my tears afcend : 
No end ? 


My throat my ſoul is hoarſe 
My heart is wither'd like a ground 
Which thou doſt curſe. 
My thoughts run round, 
And make me giddy : Lord, I fall, 
Yet call. 


From thee all pity flows, 
Mothers are kind, becauſe thou art, 
| And doſt diſpoſe - 
To them a part : 
Their infants them, and they ſeek thee 
More tree. 


[ 
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Bowels of pity, hear! 
Lord of my ſoul, love of my mind, 
Bow down thine ear! 
Let not the wind 
Scatter my words, and in the ſame 
Thy name ! 


Look on my ſorrows round! 
Mark well my furnace! O what flames, 
What heats abound ! 
What griefs, what ſhames ! 
Conſider, Lord; Lord, bow thine ear, 
And hear? 


Lord Jeſu, thou didſt bow 
Thy dying head upon the tree: 
O be not now 
More dead to me! 
Lord, hear ! Shall he that made the ear 
Not hear ? 


Behold, thy duſt doth ſtir; 
It moves, it creeps, it aims at thee 
Wilt thou defer 
I 0o ſuccour me, 
Thy pile of duſt, wherein each crumb 
Says, Come ? 


To thee help appertains. 
Haſt thou left all things to their courſe, 
And laid the reins 
Upon the hof ſe ? 
Is all lock'd ? Hath a ſinner's plea 
No key ? 
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Ind ed the world's thy book, 
Where all things have their leaf aſſign'd: 
Yet a meek look 
Hath interlin'd. 
Thy board is full, yet humble gueſts 
Find neſts. 


Thou tarrieſt, while I die, 
And fall to nothing; thou doſt reign, 
And rule on high, 
| While I remain 
In bitter grief: Yet am ſtil'd 
Thy child. 


Lord, didſt thou leave thy throne, 
Not to relieve? How can it be 
That thou art grown 
Thus hard to me ? 
Were fin alive, good cauſe there were 
To bear. 


But now both fin is dead, 
And all thy promiſes live and bide: 
That wants his head: 
Theſe ſpeak and chide, 
And in my boſom pour my tears 
As theirs. 


Lord JESU, hear my heart, 
Which hath been broken now ſo long, 
That ev'ry part 

Hath got a tongue. 
Thy beggars grow; rid them away 
To-day. 


. 
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My love, my ſweetneſs hear, hear! 
ay theſe thy feet, at which my heart 

Lies all the year, 

Pluck out thy dart, 
And gs my troubled breaſt, which cries, 
Which dies. 


The Bag. 


WAY deſpair; my gracious Lord doth hear, 


Tho? winds and waves aſſault my keel, 
He doth preſerve it: he doth ſteer, 
Ev'n when the boat ſeems moſt to reel. 
Storms are the triumph of his art: 

Well may he cloſe his eyes, but not his heart. 


Haſt thou heard, that my Lord JESUS dy'd? 
Then let me tell thee a ſtrange ſtory. 
The God of Power, as he did ride 
In his majeſtic robes of glory, 
Reſolv'd to light: and fo one day 
He did deſcend, undreſſing all the way. 


The ſtars his tire of light and rings obtain'd, 
The cloud his bow, the fire his ſpear, 
The ſky his azure mantle gain'd. 

And when they aſk'd what he would wear, 
He ſmil'd, and ſaid as he did go, 
He had new clothes a making here below. 


When he was come, as travellers are wont, 
He did repairunto an inn 
Both then and after, many a brunt 
He did endute to cancel ſin: 
And having given the reſt before, 
Here he gave up his life W pay our ſcore, 


| 
| 
| 
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But as he was returning, there came one 


That ran upon him with a ſpear. 
He who came hither all alone, 
Bringing nor man, nor arms, nor fear, 
Receiv'd the blow upon bis fide, 
And ſtraight he turn'd, and to his brethren cry'd, 


If ye have any thing to ſend or write, 
(I have no bag, but here is room) 
Unto my father's hands and fight 
(Believe me} it ſhall ſafely come. 
That I ſhall mind what you impart ; 
Look, you may put it very near my heart. 


Or if hereafter any of my friends 
Will uſe me in this kind, the door 
Shall {till be open; what he ſends 
I will preſent, and ſomewhat more, 
Not to his hurt. Siglis will convey 
Any thing to me. Heark deſpair, away. 


— 


Ie Jews. 
OO R nation, whoſe ſweet ſap and juice 


Our Cyens have purloin'd, and left you dry: 


Whoſe ſtreams we got by the Apoſtles! ſluce, 

And uſe in baptiſm, while ye pine and die; 

Who by not Kceping once, became a debtor ; 
And now by keeping loſe the letter : 


O that my prayers! mine alas! 
Oh that ſome angel might a trumpet ſound : 
At which the Church falling upon her face 
Should cry ſo loud, until the trump were drown'd, 
And by that cry of her dear Lord obtain, 
That your ſweet ſap might come again ! 
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The Collar. 


Struck the board, and cry'd, no more; 
I will abroad, | 
What ſhall I ever gh and pine ? 
My lines and life are free ; free as the road, 
Looſe as the wind, as large as ſtore, 
Shall 1 be {till in ſuit ? 
Have I no harveſt, but a thorn 
To let me blood, and not reſtore 
What I have loſt with cordial fruit? 
Sure there was wane, 
Before my fighs did dry it : there was corn, 
Before my tears did drown it. 
Is the year only loſt to me ? 
Have I no bays to crown it ? 
No flowers, no garlands gay ? all blaſted ? 
All waſted ? © 
Not ſo, my heart; but there is fruit, 
And thou haſt hands. 
Recover all thy ſigh-blowa age 
On double pleaſures; leave thy cold diſpute 
Of what is fit, and not forſake thy cage, 
Thy rope of ſands, 
Which petty thoughts have made, and made to thee 
Good cable, to enforce and draw, 
And be thy law, | 
While thou did wink and would'ſ not ſee. 
Away; take heed; 
I will abroad, 
Call in thy death's-head there: tie up thy fears. 
He that forbears 
To ſuit and ſerve his need, 
Deſerves his load. 4 
But as I rav'd, and grew more fierce and wild 
At every word, | 
Methought I heard one calling, Child; 
And I reply'd, My Lord. 
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The Glimpse. 


y y HITHER away delight ? 
Thou cam'ſt but now; wilt thou ſo ſock depart, 
And give me up to night ? | 


But one half hour of comfort for my heart ? 


Methinks delight ſhould haare { 
More ſkill in muſic, and keep better time. 
Wert thou a wind or wave, | 
They quickly go and come with leſſer crime x” © me 
Flowers look about, and die not in their prin. p 


Thy ſhort abode and ſtay. 
Feeds not, but adds to the deſire of 255 
Lime begs g'd of old (they ſay) 
A neighbour ſpring to cool his inward' heat : 
Which by the ſpring's acceſs grew much more 4 ep 8 


In hope of thee my heart 
Pick'd here and there a crumb, td would not ae; ; 
But conſtant to his part, 1 
When as my fears foretold this, did reply, _ 
A lender thread a gentle gueſt will tie. - 


A I Tv 

Yet if the heart that weft 11 tis 1. 

Muſt let thee go, return when it doth knock,. 10 
Altho' thy heap be keptt 10/7 


For future times, the droppings of the Kock 
May oft break forth, and never Wet the 5 


If I have more to ſpin, * gs id 0 bas 
The wheel ſhall go, ſo that u ay de 30 :-vort 
Thou know''ſt how grief dad nm © nin £1) #08 


Diſturb the work. O make me not their ſport © 
Who by thy coming may be ral 4 court! Loh 
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AsSurance. 


O Spiteful bitter thought! 
Bitte rly ſpiteful thought! could'ſt thou invent 
So high a torture? Is ſuch potſon bought ? 
Doubtleſs, but in the way of puniſhment, 
When wit contrives to meet with thee ; 
No ſuch rank poiſon can there be. 


| Thou ſaid'ſt but even now, 

That all was not ſo fair as I conceiv'd, 

Betwixt my God and me; that I allow 

And coin large hopes: but that I was deceiv'd; 
Either the league was broke, or near it; 
And that I had great cauſe to fear it. 


\ 
And what to this? What more 
Could poiſon, if it had a tongue, expreſs ? - 
What is thy aim ? Would'ſt thou unlock the door 
To cold deſpairs and gnawing penſiveneſs? 
Would'ſt thou raiſe devils ? I ſee, I know, 
I writ thy purpoſe long ago. 


But I will to my father, 
Who heard thee ſay it. O moſt gracious Lord, 
If all the hope and comfort that I gather, 
| Were from myſelf, I had not half a word, 
Not half a letter to oppoſe 
What is objected by my foes. 


But thou art my deſert ; 
And in this league, which now my foes invade, 
© Thou art not only to perform thy part, | 
But alſo mine; as when the league was made, 
Thou did at once thyſelf endite, 
And hold my hand, while I did write, 
H 3 | 
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Wherefore i thou cauſt fail, 4 

| Then can thy truth and I : but while rocks ſtand, 

„ And rivers ſtir, thou can'ſt not ſhrink or quail: 

| f Yea, when both rocks and all things ſhall diſband, 

it | Then ſhalt thou be my rock and tower, 

| | And make their ruin praiſe wp power,” - 


| Now fooliſh thought go on, : 
ll Spin out thy thread, and make thereof a cot 4 
* To hide thy ſhame : for thou haſt caſt a bone, - 
| | Which bounds onthee, and ill not down thy throat. 
1 What for itſelf love once began, | 
| Now en 990 WY ee BP 
n. Call... on 
(ron, my Wey. my Truth, my kiſs 
Such a way, as gives us. name e "s 
Such a truth as ends all ſtriſe: | 
Such a life as killeth death. 
| 
| Come, my Light, my Feaſt, 6 3 _ 
Such a light, as ſhows a fealt : 
| Such a feaſt, as mends in length : 
| Such Aden as makes his gueſt, * 
| Coma, my Jay, my Love, my Hean ug vt 
| Such a joy, as none can moves? 
Such a love, 36 none can part: ier ite as 
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ORD, thou art mine, and I am thine, 
If mine I am; and thine much more, 

Then I or ought, or can be mine. 

| Yet to be thine, doth me reſtore; 

b So that again I now am mine, 

| And with advantage mine the more : 
Since thjs being mine, brings with it thine, 
And thou with me doft thee reſtore, 

If I without thee would be mine, 

: T neither mould be mine not thine. 


Lord, I am thine, and thou art mine, 
Sas mine thou art, that ſomething more 
I may preſume thee mine, than thine. 
For thou did'ſ ſuffer to reſtore 
Not thee, but me, und to be mine: 
And with advantage mine the more, 
Since thou in death waſt none of thine, 
Yet then as mine did'ſt me reſtore. 
O be mine ſti11! ſtill make me thine ; 
Or rather make nothiae.and mine! 


Praise. 

| nm I will mean and ſpedk thy praiſe, 
| Thy praiſe alone. 
My buſy heart ſhall ſpin it all my days: 

And when it ſtops for want of ſtore, 
Then will I wring it witt-a:figh or groan, 
Ihat thou ds" {ana 
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When thoudoſt favour any 1 
t runs, it flies; 6 
All things concur to give it a perfection, 3 
That which had but two legs before, 
When thou doſt bleſs, hath twelve: one Wheel 9h riſe 
To twenty then, or more, a 
But when thou doſt on bufineſs blow, 
It hangs, it clogs: 
Not all the teams of Alon in a row {_ 
Can heal or draw it out of door. > 


| Legs are but ſtumps, and Pharaoh's heb} but — 


And ſtruggling e more. 


Thouſands of things do thee 8 
In ruling all 8 
This ſpacious globe: angels muſt haye their j joy. . 
Devils their rod, the ſea his ſhore, 
The winds their ſtint ; and yet when I did (ol 
Thou heard'ſt my call, and more. 


I have not loſt one fingle tear: 3 3 
But when mine eyes | 
Did weep to heav'n, they found a bottle there 
(As we have boxes for the poor) ; 
Ready to take them in, yet of a ſize 
That would contain much more. 


But after thou had'ſt ſipt a 8 7 
From thy right eye, 
0 Which there did hang like ſtreamers near the top 
Of ſome fair Church, to ſhow the ſcore | 
And bloody battle which thou once did'ſt ey) 
The glaſs was full . more. 7 
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Wherefore I ling. Yet ſince my heart, — j 

Tho? preſs'd, runs thin; 

O that I might ſome other hearts convert, | 

I And fo take up at uſe good fore; | 


That to my cheſts there might be coming in 
| Both all my praiſe, and more! 


Joel C Coat. 
'S WOA 1 ſing, tormented I endite, 
Thrown down I fall into a bed, and reſt : 
Sorrow hath chang'd its note: ſuch is his will, 
Who changeth all things as him pleaſeth beſt, 
For well he knows, if but one grief and ſmart 
Among my many had his full career, 
Sure it would carry with it ev'n my heart, 
And both would run until they found a bier 
To fetch the body; both being due to grief, 
But he hath ſpoil'd the race, and given to anguiſh 
One ot Joy's coats, ticing it withrelief 
To linger in me, and together languiſh. 
I live to ſhew his power, \ whe once did bring 


My joys to weep, and now my griefs to 2. 
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HEN God at firſt kde man, | 
Having» glas of bleſſing ſtanding bj 
Let us (faid he) pour on him all we can: 


Let the World riches, which er ny id n 
Contract into ſpan... w Sbeig ad“ 
Hs 
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| Sp Kreng: en wade way: ee 
Then Beauty W. "a, then Wiſdom, Honour, Plat 
When almoſt all was out, God made a ſtay, 
Perceiving that alone of all his treaſure | 


ST. 


Reſt in the battom lay. 
For if I ſhould (ſaid . 1 3079 
Beſtow this jewel alſo on my creature, mort 508 
He would adore my gifts inſtead of me, 111 02 
And reſt in nature, not the God of Nature: Sd ao Svc 
So both ſhould loſers. oni 
Vet let him keep the reſt, 

But keep them with repining rellleſine fu: 
Let him be rich and weary, that at leaſ. 
If goodneſs lead him not, yet IE r b nan 

5 . 16 17 f 


= "The Priesthood. . ._ 1... 1: 


Pxisr Order which in power doth fo excel, 
That with. th“ one hand thou lifteſt to the ky, | 
And with the other throweſt down to hell 6 
In thy juſt cenſures; fain would 1 draw nigh, ; 
Fain put thee on, exchanging my lay-ſword 

For that of the holy word. 


But thou art fits, ſacred znd hallow'@ fre; 
And I but earth and clay: ſhould 1 pie 


Fi Hr 5145) 


To wear thy habit, the ſeyere attire it 013 | 5 


My ſlender cortipþ6fitivns might comfume 


I am both foul and brittle, muth uin li 
To deal in holy writ, * 


— * 


— f £2 


A,. 


© ca o 


O what Row things, moſt pure muſt thoſe things be, 


Wherefore I dare not, I, put forth my hand 


Of lowly matter for high uſes meet, 
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Yet 13 I * arg dy cunuing © hand 
And force of fire, what curious things are made 
Of wretched earth. Where once I ſcorn'd to ſtand, 
That earth is fitteſt by the fire and trade 
Of ſkilful artiſts, for the boards of thoſe 
Who make the braveſt ſhows. 


But ſince thoſe great ones, be they ne'er ſo great, 
Come from the earth, ftom whence thoſe veſſels come, 
So that at once both feeder, diſh, and meat 
Have one beginning, and one final ſum ; 
I do not greatly wonder at the fight, 

If earth in earth delight. 


But th' holy men of God, ſuch veſſels are, | 
As ſerve him up, who all the world commands: 
When God vouchſafeth to became our fare, 

Their hands convey him, who conveys their hands; 


Who * my God to me 


To hold the ark, altho' it ſeem to ſhake 
Througy' th' old fins and new doctrines of our land. 
Only, fince God doth often veſſels make 


1 throw me at his feet. 


There will I lie, until my Maker ſeek 

For ſome mean Ruff whereon to ſhow his ſkill ; 

Then is my time. The diſtance of the meek 

Doth flatter power. Left good come ſhort of ill 

In praiſing might, the poor do by ſubmiſſion, 
What pride by 6 
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248 92 The Bodo 


HITHER, O whither art thou fled, 


Ny Lord, my love 7 
My ſearches are my daily bread ; 


Yet never prove. 


My knoes pierce th! earth, mine eyes the ſky : 
| And yet the 8 
And centre both to me deny 
That thou art there. 


Yet can I mark how herbs below.” 
Grow green and gay; 
As if to meet thee they did know, | 
While I decay. 


Vet can I W how Rtars above 


Simper and ſhine, 
As having keys unto thy love, 
| While _ 1 pine. 


1 ſent a Ggh t to ſeek thee out, 
Deep drawn in pain, 
Wing'd like an arrow: but my ſcout 
Returns 1 in vain, 


I turn'd another (having ſtore). 
Into a groan, 
Becauſe the ſearch was dumb before? 
But all was one. 


Lord, doſt thou ſome new fabric mould 

Which favor wins, 

And keeps thee preſent, leaving th! old 
Onto their fins 7 
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Where is my God ? What hidden place 

| Canceals thee. ſtill ? N 
What covert dare eclipſe thy face ? 

Is it thy will ? 


O let not that of any thing : 
Let rather braſs, 

Or ſteel, or mountains be thy ring, 
And I will pals. 


Thy will ſuch an intrenching is 
As paſſeth thought : 

' To it all ſtrength, all ſubtilties 

Are things of nought. 


”Y hy will ſuch a ſtrange diſtance is, 
As that to it 

Eaſt and Weſt touch, the poles do kiſs, 
And parallels meet, 


Since then my grief mult be as large, 
As is thy ſpace, | 
Thy diſtance from me; ſee my charge, - 
Lord, ſee my caſe. 


O take theſe bars, theſe lengths away : 
Turn and reſtore me ; 

Be not Almighty, let me ſay, 
Againſt but for me. 

When thou doſt turn, and wilt be near; 
What edge ſo keen, 

What point fo piercing can appear 
To come between ? 


For as thy abſence doth excel 
All diſtance known, 
So doth my nearneſs bear the bell; 
| Making two one. 


4 
I 
| 
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Grief. 


Who will give me tears ? obne all ye tying, 
Dwell in my head and eyes: Come clouds and rain, 

My grief hath need of all the wat*ry chings, 

That nature hath produc'd. Let ev'ry vein 

Suck up a river to ſupply mine eyes, 

My weary weeping eyes too dry for me, 

Unleſs they get new conduits, new ſupplies, 

To bear them out, and with my ſtate agree. 

What are two ſhallow fords, two little ſpouts 

Of a leſs world ? The greater is but ſmall,” 

A narrow cupboard for my griefs and doubts, 

Which want proviſion in the midſt of all. 

Verſes, ye are too fine a thing, too wiſe - 

For my rough ſorrows ; ceaſe, be dumb and _ 541 

Give up your feet and running to mine eyes, 

And keep your meaſures for ſome lover's tes | | 

Whoſe grief allows him mufic and a rhyme e: 

For mine excludes both meaſure, tune and tine, 

Alas, my God!“ 


The cue. 5 


Y } HAT is this ſtrange and uncouth Inge. ? 
To make me ſigh and ſeek, and faint and die, 
Until I had ſome place where I might fing 

| And ſerve thee ; and not only I, _ 

But all my wealth and family might combine 

To ſet thy honour up as our deſign. 
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And then, when after much delay, 
Much wreſtling, many a combat, this dear end, 
So —_ deſir'd, is giv'n, to take away 
. to ſerve thee ; to unbend 
All: 2 ilities, my deſigns confound, 
And lay my threat'nings bleeding on the gr ound. 


One ague dwelleth i in my bones, 


Another in my ſoul (the memory 


What I would do for thee, if once my groans 
Could. be allow'd for harmony) 
Iam in all a weak diſabled thing, 


Save in the fight thereof, where ſtrength doth ſing, 


Beſides, things ſort not to my will, 
Ev'n when my will doth ſtudy thy zenown : 
Thou turn'ſt th' edge of all things on me till, 
Taking me up to throw me down: 
So that, ev'n when my hopes ſeem to be ſped 
I am to biet alive, to them as dead. 


To have my aim, and yet to he 
Farther from it than when I bent my bow : 
To make my hopes my torture, and the fee 

Of all my woes another woe, 

Is in the midſt of delicates to need, 
And ev'n in paradiſe to be a weed. 


Ah! my dear Father, eaſe my ſmart ! 
"Theſe contrarieties cruſh me; theſe croſs actions 
Do wind a rope about, and cut my heart: 

And yet ſince theſe thy contradictions 
Are properly a croſs felt by thy Son, 
With but four words, my words, Tay will be done. 
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2 * Flower: 


He OW freſh, O Lord, how Nawe 15d clean 
Are thy returns! Ev'n as the flo w'is in ſpring: 
To Which beſides their own demean, 
The late-paſt froſts tributes of Pleaſure bring. 
Grief melts away 
Like fnow in May, 4 een 
As if there were no ſuch cold thing. 


Who would have thought my ſhrivel'd heart 
Could have recover'd greennels ? It was gone 
Quite under ground, as flow'rs depart 
To ſee their mother-root, when they haye blown; 
Where they together 
All the hard weather, Rm 
Dead to the world, keep houſe ankien, 


| 


Theſe. are thy Wobden, Lord of power, 


Killing and quick'ning, bringing down to hell — 


And up to heav'n in an hour ; ; | 3 
Making a chiming of a fekte N 
"We ſay amiſs, ICID MOOT. 

This or that is: 5 
TY word | is all, if we could ja. ron 


O that I once paſt CI were; z. 
Faſt in thy Paradiſe, where no flow'r can wither! | 
Many a ſpring l that up fair, e 
Off ring at heav'n, gro ing and groaning über; i 
For doth my | flower * = 
ant 31 rin g-ſhower, e en Wenn. 
* 70 * jöining together. ; 


My fins an 


| 
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"But wk I grow in a Araight 2 RAI 
Still upwards bent, as if heav'n were mine own, 
Thy anger comes, and I decline : 
What froſt to that ? What pole is not the zonß. 
Where all things burn, 
When thou doſt turn, 5 
And the leaſt frown of thine is ſhown 7.. 
And now in age I bud again, | 
After ſo many deaths I live and Write, 
l once more ſmell the dew and rain, 
And reliſh verſing. O my only light, 
It cannot be 
..., That I am he | 
On whom thy tempeſis fell all n 
Theſe are thy wonders, Lord of love, TN DIA 
To make us ſee we are but flow'rs that glide : 
Which when we once can find and prove, 
Thou haſt a garden for us where to bide. 
Who would be more, 
_ Swelling through ſtore, 
Forfeit their paradiſe by their pride. | 
Dotage. _ cons 
ALSE glofing pleaſures, Caſks of bappineſs, FEY 
Fooliſh night-fires, women's and children's _ 
Chaſes in arras, gilded emptineſs, | | 
Shadows well mounted, dreams in a career, 
Embroider'd lies, nothing between two diſhes ; 
Theſe are the pleaſures here. 


True earneſt ſorrows, rooted miſeries, : = 
Anguiſh in grain, vexations ripe and blown, p 
Sure-footed griefs, ſolid calamities, 3 


Plain demonſtrations, evident and clear, 
Touching their proofs ev'n from the very bone ; 
Theſe are the ſorrows here, 


* 
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But O the folly of diſtracted men, 


Who griefs in earneſt, joys in jeſt purſue: I 
Preferring, like brute beaſts, a loathſome den 

Before a court, en that above ſo clear, | 1 
Where are no ſorrows, but delights more true „ 


Than miſeries are here! 


12 foreign nations of their language boaſt, 2 
What fine variety each tongue afford: 

I like our language, as our men and coaſt: 1 8 

Who cannot dreſs * well, want wit, not Words, 

How neatly do we give the only name _ bak 7 
To parents 0 the ſun's bright ſtar! 1 0 


Aſon is light and fruit; a fruitful flame | 

Chafing the father's dimneſs, carry'd fer 

From the firſt man in th* Eaſt, to freſh and new 

Weſtern diſcoveries of poſterity. | 

So in one word, our Lord's humility _ _ 

We turn upon bim i in a ſenſe moſt true: 7 | 
For what Chriſt once in humbleneſs IMA | 
We ad aa Tze Son N | 


i 


4 true Hymn, AR 


Ms joy, my lite; een 
My heart was meaning all the da,, 
Somewhat it fain would ſay? ?: 
And ſtill it runneth mutt'ring up aud down © 


With only this, My joy, ay life; my ern e e 


— 
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Yet ſlight not theſe few words ; 
If truly ſaid, they may take part 
Among the beſt in art, | 
The fineneſs which a hymn or pſalm dfords, 
Is, when the foul unto the lines accords. 


He who craves all the mind, 


And ell the ſoul, and firength, and time, 


If the words only rhyme, 
Juſtly complains, that fome what is behind | 
To make his verſe, or write a hymn in Kind. 


Whereas if the heart be mov'd, 2 4 


Altho? the verſe be ſome what ſcant, 
God doth fupply the want : 


As when th' heart ſays (ſighing to be wel 
O, could I love! and Leal God writeth, Lov' 


The Ander, 0 


Y comforts drop and melt away like ſnow: 
I ſhake my head, and all the thoughts and ends 
Which my fierce youth did bandy, fall and flow _ 
Like leaves about me, or like ſummer-friends, 
Elics of eſtates, and ſunſhine, _ But to all 
Who think me eager, hot and undertaking, 

But in my proſecutions ſlack and ſmall ; 

As a young exhalation, newly waking, 

Scorns his firſt bed of dirt, and means the ſkyg _- 
But cooling by the way, grows purſy and flow, | 

And ſettling to a cloud, duth live and die 

In that dark ſtate of tears: To all, that ſo 

Show me, and ſet me, I have one reply, 

Which they that know the reſt know more than 11 
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: Daalogue-Anthem. 
Chriſtian. _ Death. 


Chr. Aras poor Death! where is thy glory 5 
Where is thy famous _— thy ancieut ſting ? 
Dea. Alas. poor mortal, void of ſtory ! 
Go ſpell and read how I have kill'd thy King. 


Chr. Poor Death ! and who was hurt thereby ? 
Thy curſe being laid on him makes thee accurſt. 


Dea. Let loſers talk. yet thou ſhalt die ; 


Theſe arms ſhall cruſh thee. Chr Spare not, do thy worſt. 


I ſhall be one day better than before : 
Thou ſo much worſe, that thou ſhalt be no more. 


— — 
— — 


The Water- Course. 


T* who doſt dwell ond lover here below, 
Since the condition of this world 1s frail, 
Where of all plants affliction ſooneſt grow: 

If troubles overtake thee, do not wail : 


—— 


Life? 
Strife ? 
But rather turn the pipe and water's courſe 

To ſerve thy fins, and furniſh thee with ſtore 


Of ſov'reign tears, ſpringing from true remorſe; 
That ſo in pureneſs thou may'ſt him adore, 


For who can look for leſs, that loveth 


Salvation. 
Who gives to man, as he ſees fit, 
| Damnation. 


—————7r—ð̃ 


THE CHURCH. 177 


—— 


Self. Conde mnation. 


HOU who condemneſt Jewiſh: hate 
For chuſing Barabbas, a murderer, 
Before the Lord of glory: 
Look back upon thine own eſtate, 
Call home thine eye (that buſy wanderer) 
That choice may be thy ſtory. - 


He that doth love, and love amiſs. . 
This world's delights before true chriſtian joy, 
Hath made a Jewiſh choice : 
The world an ancient murderer is; 
Thouſands of ſouls it hath and doth deſtroy 
With her enchanting voice. 


He'thit hath made a ſorry wedding 
Between his ſoul and gold, and hath — 
Fialſe gain before the true, 
Hath done what he condemns in reading: 
For he hath ſold for money his dear Lord, 
And is a Date Neu. 3 


Thus we prevent the laſt great day, 


And judge ourſelves; That light which ſin and ian * 


Did before dim and choak, 
Whem once thoſe ſtuffs are ta'n away, — 
Shines bright and clear;ev/ti unto condemnation, 
Without' excuſe or cloak. 
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« 4 > 7 1 ? 


| ne Bitter. Sweet. 
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Caſt down, yet help 4 
Sure I will do the, ik ; 
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I will complain, yet praiſe ; 

I will bewail, approve ; 

And all my four-{weet days 
Iwill lament, and love. 


De Glance. 


V y HEN firſt thy fweet and gracious eye 
Vouchſaf'd even in the midſt of youth and night 
To look upon me, who before did he 

| Welt' ring in ſin: 

I felt a fugar'd ſtrange delight, 
Paſſing all cordials made by any art, 
Bede w, embalm, and over-run my heart, 

And take it in. | 


Since that time many a bitter ſtorm 
My ſoul hath felt, ev'n able to deſt roy, 

Had the malicious and ill- meaning harm 
His ſwing and ſway: 

But ſtill thy ſweet original joy, | 
Sprung from thine eye, did work within my ſoul, 
And ſurging griefs, when they grew bold, control, 

And got the day. 


If thy firſt glance ſo powerful be, 
A mirth but open'd and ſeal'd up again; 
What wonders ſhall we feel, when we ſhall ſee 
Thy full-ey'd love! 
When thou ſhalt look us out of pain, 
And one aſpe& of thine ſpend in delight 
More than a thouſand ſuns diſburſe in light 
In heav'n above! 


SI 
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The 23d Psalm. 


E Rh God of love my Shepherd is, 
And he that doth me feed; 
While he is mine, and I am his, 
What can I want or need ? 


Hie leads me to the tender graſs, 
Where I both feed and reſt ; 

Then to the ſtreams that gently paſs ; 
In both 1 have the beſt. 


Or if I tray, he doth convert, | 
And bring my mind in frame: | 
And all this not for my deſert, 
But for his holy name. 


| Yea, in death's ſhady black abode 
Well may I walk, not fear: 

For thou art with me, and thy rod ; 
To guide, thy ſtaff to bear. 4 


Nay, thou doſt make me ſit and dine, 
Ev'n in my en'mies” ſight; 

My head with oil, my cup with wine 
Runs over day and night. 


Su rely thy ſweet and wond'rous love | 
Shall meaſure all my days ; | 
And as it never ſhall remove, 


So neither ſhall my praiſe. 


Mai ry 1 


| \ \ HEN bleſſed Mary wip'd her Saviour's feet, 


(Whoſe precepts ſhe had trampled on before) 
And wore them for a jewel on her head: 
Shewing his ſteps ſhould be the ſtreet 
Wherein ſhe henceforth evermore | 
With penſive humbleneſs would live and tread ; 


She being ſtain'd herſelf, why did ſhe ſtrive _ 

To make him clean, who could not be defib'd 2. 

Why kept ſhe not her tears for her own faults, ”- 
And not his feet? Though we-could dive 
In tears like ſeas, our fins are pil'd 


Deeper than they, in words, and works, and thoughts. 


Dear ſoul, ſhe knew who did vouchſafe and deign 
To bear her filth ; and that her fins did daſh 
Ev'n God himſelf ; Wherefore ſhe was not loth, 
As ſhe had brought wherewith to ſtain, 
So to bring in where with to waſh: 


And yet, in waſhing one, ſhe waſheth both. 


— — 


Aaron. 


Horns on the head, 
Light and perfections on the breaſt, 
Harmonious bells below, raifing the dead, 
To lead them unto life and 1eſt 
Thus are true Aarons d reſt. 


Profaneneſs in my head, 
Defects and darkneſs in my breaſt, | 
A noiſe of paſſions ringing me for dead 
Unto a place where is no reſt; 9 * 
Poor prieſt thus am I dreſt. 
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Only another head 
I have, another heart and breaſt, 
Another muſic, making live, not dead, 
Without whom I could have no reſt, 
In him I am well dreſt. 


Chriſt is my only head, 
My alone only heart and breaſt, 
My only muſic, ſtriking me e'en dead: 
That to the old man I may reſt, 
And be in him new dreſt. 
So holy in my head, 
Perfect and light in my dear breaſt, 
My doctrine tun'd by Chriſt, (who is not dead, 
But lives in me while I do reſt). 
Come people, Aaron's dieſt. 


The Odour. 2 Cor. 2. 


HeY ſweetly doth My Maſter found, My Maſter ! 
11 As ambergris leaves a rich ſcent 
Dnto the taſter: 
So do theſe words a ſweet content, 
An oriental fragrancy, My Maſter. 8 
With theſe all day I do perfume my mind, 
My mind ev'n thruſt into them both; 
That I might find 
What cordials make this curious broth, 
This broth of ſmells that feeds and fats my mind. 
My Maſter, ſhall I ſpeak ? O that to thee 
My Servant were alittle ſo, 
As fleſh may be; 
That theſe two words might creepand grow : 
To ſome degree of — unto thee 


—— 
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Then ſhould the Pomander, which was before. 
A ſpeaking ſweet, mend by reflection, 
And tell me more: 
For pardon of my imperfection | 
Would warm and work it ſweeter than before. 
For when My Maſter, which alone is fweet, 
And ev'n in my unworthineſs pleaſing, 
Shall call and meet, | 
My Servant, as thee not difpleaſing ; 
That call is but the breathing of the ſweet. 
This breathing would with gains by ſweet'ning me 
(As ſweet things traffick when they meet) 
Return to thee, 
And ſo this new commerce and [weet | 
hould all my life ray and buſy me. 


== — — 
The Fail. | 


L we could fee below | 
The ſphere of virtue and each ſhining grace, 
As plainly as that above doth ſhow; 
This were the better ſky, the brighter place. 
God hath made ſtars the foil 
To ſet off yirtues, griefs to ſet off ſinning; 
Yet in this wretched world we toil, 
As if grief were not foul, nor virtue winning. 


The Forerunners. 
HE harbingers are come. See, fee their mark: 
White is their colour, and behold my head.: 
But muſt they have my brain d mult they diſpark 
Thoſe ſparkling notions, which therein were bred ? 
Muſt dulneſs turn meto a clod ? 
Yet have they left me, Thou art ſtill my God. 


A ted ed a 
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Good men ye be, to leave me my beſt room, 
Ev'n all my heart, and what is lodged there: 
I paſs not, I, what of the reſt become, 
So, Thou art ſtill my God, be out of fear. 
He will be pleaſed with that ditty; 
And if I pleaſe him, I write fine and witty, 


Farewell ſweet phrafes, lovely metaphors : 

But will you leave me thus? when ye before 

Of ſtews and brothels only knew the doors, 

Then did I waſh you with my tears, and more, 
Brought you to Church well dreſt, and clad ; 

My God muſt have my beſt, ev'n all I had. 


Lovely enchanting language, ſugar-cane, 
Honey of roſes, whither wilt thou fly? 


Hath fome fond lover tic'd thee to thy bane ? 

And wilt thou leave the Church and love a ity ? 
Fy, thou wilt ſoil thy broider'd coat, 

And hurt thyſelf, and him that ſings the note. 


Let fooliſh lovers, if they will love dung, 
With canvaſs, not with arras, clothe their ſhame: 


Let folly ſpeak in her own native tongue. 


True beauty dwells on high: Ours is a flame 
But borrow'd thence to light us thither. 


Beauty and þeauteous words ſhould go together. 


Yet, if you go, I paſs not; take your way: 

For, Thou art ſtill my God, is all that ye 

Perhaps with more embelliſhment can ſay. 

Go, birds of ſpring : Let winter have his fee; 
Let a bleak palenefs chalk the door, 

90 all within be livelier than before. 
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RESS me, wot 9 take more pleaſure 
In this = Jof ſugar'd lies, 
And to uſe a larger meaſure 
Than my ſtrict, yet welcome lac. 


Firſt, there is no pleaſure here: 8 | | 
Colour'd griets indeed there are, 
Bluſhing woes, that look 38 clear,” 
As it they could beauty ſpare. 


Or if ſuch deceits there be, | 
Such delights I meant to ſay; 
There are no ſuch things to me, 
Who have p ſs'd my a ey 


But I will not much oppoſe 
Unto what you now adviſe: 
Only take this gentle roſe, 
And therein my anſwer lies. 


What is fairer than a roſe ? 

What is ſweeter? yet it purgeth. 
Purgings enmity diſcloſe, 

Enmuy forbearance urgeth, 


If then all the worldlings prize 
Be cont ract-d ta a ſoſe; 
Sweetly there indeed it lies, 

But it biteth in the cloſe, | 


— — — — — 


So this flower doth judge and ſentence 
Woridly joys to bes ſcourge; 

For they #ll produce repentance, 

And repentance is a purge. 
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But I health, not phyſic chuſe : 
Oaly, though I you oppole,: | CY) 
Say that fairly 1 refule, 1005 l 
For my anſwer is a r 
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Discipline. 


T away thy rod, 

Throw away thy Wrath. 
O»my God, 

Take the gentle path, 


For my heart's deſire 
Unto thine is bent: 

l aſpire \ 
To a full conſent. 


Not a word or look 
I affect to own, 

But by book, 
And thy book alone. 


Though I fail, I weep: 

Though I halt in pace, 
Yet I creep 

To the throne of grace. 


Then let wrath remove, 
Love will do the deed ; 

For with love 
Stony hearts will bleed. 


Love is ſwift of foot; 
Love's a man of war, 
And can ſhoot, 
| And can hit from far. 


13 


Who can ſcape his bow ? 
That which wrought on thee, 
Brought thee low, 
Needs muſt work on me ; 
Throw away thy rod; 
Though man frailties hath, 
Thou art God: 
Throw away thy wrath. 


The Inuvtgtton. 
OME ye hither, all whoſe tafte 
| Is your waſte ; 
Save your coſt and mend your fafe. 
God is here prepar'd and dreft, 
And the feaſt, 
God, in whom all ee are. 
Come ye hither all whom wine 
Doth define, 


Naming you not to your good: 


Weep what ye have drunk amiſs, 

And dr ink this, | 
Which before you drink is blood. 
Come ye hither all wham pain 

Doth arraign, 
Bringing all your ſins to ſight: 
Taſte and fear not: God is here 

In chis cheer, 
And on ſin doth caſt the fright. 
Come ye hither all whom joy 

Doth deſtroy, 
While ye graze without yo ur ani i 
Here is joy that drqwneth quite 

Your delight, * 
As a flood the lower grounds: 
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Come ye hither all whoſe love 
| Is your dove, 
And exalts you to the ſky : 
Here is love, which having breath, 
Ev'n in death, 
After death can never die. 


Lord, I have invited all, 
| And I ſhall 
Still invite, till call to thee : 
For it ſeems but juſt and right 
| In my fight, 
Where is all, there all ſhould be. 


Re OE FE EN SER * ” DCE FI we 


The Banquet. 


ELCOME, ſweet and ſacred cheer, 
Welcome dear, | 
With me, in me, live and dwell ; 
For thy neatneſs paſſeth faght, - 
Thy delight 
Paſſeth tongue to taſte or tell. 
O what ſweetneſs from the bow! 
Fills my ſoul, 
Such as is, and makes divine! 
Is ſome ſtar (fled trom the ſphere) 
Melted there, 
As we ſugar melt in wine? 
Or hath ſweetneſs in the bread 
Made a head 
Jo ſubdue the ſmell of fan, 
Flow'rs, and gums, and powders giving 
All their living, 
Leſt the enemy one FR ? 
4 \ 
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fer Tor flower 
Hath the power 
Such a ſweetneſs to impart; 
Only God who gives perfumes, 
Fleſh aſſum es, 
And with it perfumes my heart. 


But as pomanders and wood. 


Still are good, 
Yet being bruis'd ate better n 
God, to ſhew how far his love 
[3-24 Could improve, 
Here, as broken, is pen 


When I had forget my bin, 
And on earth 
In delights of each was drown'd ; 
God took blood, and needs would be 
Spilt with me, 
And ſo e me on the Wan 
AY xv 1 
Having rais'd me to look. up, — 
In a cup 
=Sweetly he doth m 5 my taſte,; 
But I till being lol 
Far from court, _ 
Wine becomes a wing at laſt © 


For with it alone 1 fly © 
To the ſky: 
Where I wipe mine eyes and ſee 
What I ſeek, for what I fue; yo Fob 
Him I vew, 429999 A: 
Who hath done is much for m OE 


and ſhort, l 1 v 
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Let the wonder of this pity 
Be my ditty, 
And take up my lines and life: 
Hearken under pain of death, | | 
Hands and 8 J. A 4 Wh ; 
St rive in this, and love the ſtrife, | 


— — — a " AVE 


The Posy. 


ET wits conteſt, _ | 
And with their words and poſies windows fill; 


Leſs than the leaſt 
Of all thy mercies, is my poſy ſtill: 


This on my ring, 

This be my picture in my book 1 write. 
Whether I ſing; 

Or ſay, or dictate, this is my delight. 


Invention reſt, 

Compariſons go play, wit uſe thy will: 
Leſs than the leaſt 

Of all God's mercies, is my poſy ſtill. 


A Parody. 
OULS joy, when thou art gone, 
And I alone, | 
Which cannot be, 
Becauſe thou doſt abide with me, 
And I depend on thee; 


Yet when thou doſt ſuppreſs 
The cheerfulneſs 
Ot thy abode, 
And in my power not ſtir abroad, 
But leave me to wy load x 
5 
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O what a damp and ſhade. 
Doth me invade} 
Nor ſtormy night 
Can ſo afflict, or ſo affright, 
As thy eclipſed light. 


Ah Lord! do not withdraw, 
Left want of awe 
Make fin appear; 
And then thou doſt but ſhine leſs clear, 
Say that thou art not here. 


And when what life I have, 
While ſin doth rave, 
And falſely boaſt, 
That I may ſeek, but thou art loſt; 
Thou and alone thou know'ſt. 


O what a deadly cold 
Doth me infold ! 
I half believe 
That fin ſays true: but while I grieve, 
Thou com'ſt and doſt relieve. 


+ The . 


EACH me, my God and King, 
In all things thee to ſee, 
And what I do in any thing, 

Io do it as for thee ; 


Not rudely as a beaſt, 
To run into an action; 

But till to make thee prepoſſeſt; 
And give it his perfection. 
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A man that looks on glaſs, 
On it may ſtay his eye; 
Or if he pleaſeth, thro? it paſs. 
And then the heav'n ſpy. 


All may of thee partake : 
Nothing can be fo mean, 
Which with his tincture (for thy ſake) 
Will not grow bright and clean. 


A ſervant with this clauſe 
Makes drudgery divine: 

Who ſweeps a room, as for thy laws, 
Makes that and th' action fine. 


This is the famous ſtone, 
That turneth all to gold: 

For that which God doth touch and own, 
Cannot for leſs be told. 


— TITS 


A: Wreath. 


_ Wreathed garland of deſerved praiſe, 
Of praiſe deſerved unto thee I give, 
T give to thee who knoweſt all my wa''s, 
My crooked winding ways wherein I live, 
Wherein I die, not live; for life is ſtraight, 
Straight as a line, and ever tends to thee, 
To thee, who art more far above deceit, 
Than deceit ſeems above ſimplicity, 
Give me ſimplicity, that I may live, 
So live and like, that I may know thy ways, 
Know them and practiſe them; then ſhall I give 
For this poor wreath, give thee a crown of praiſe, 
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Death. © 


pram thou waſt once an uncouth bidepus thing, 


Nothing but bones, 
The fad effect of ſadder groans: 
Thy mouth was open, but thou could'ſt not ſing. 
For we confidlard thee, as at ſome fix | 
Or ten years hence, 
After the loſs of life and ſenſe, II 
Fleſh being turn'd to gull, and bones to ſticks. 


We look'd on this fide of Es ſhooting ſhorts 
Where we did find 970, 
The ſhells of fledge ſouls left behind, 
Dry duſt, which ſheds no tears, but may extort, 
But ſince our Say ĩourꝰs death did put ſome blood 5 
Into thy face, > 
Thou art grown fair and full of grace, 
Much in requeſt, much ſought for as a 1 e 


For we do now behold thee gay and glad, 
As at doomſday; 
When ſouls ſhall wear their new array, ib; 
And all thy bones with beauty ſhall be clad. Ties 


Therefore we can go die as ſleep, and truſt 
Half that we have | 
Unto an honeſt faithful grave; 
Making our pillows either down or duſt, 
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Doomsday. 


| OME away, | ab 
Make no delay, 9 0 
Summon all the duſt to riſe, ways 
Till it ſtir, and rub the eyes; 
While this member jogs the other, 
Each one whiſp'ring, Live you, Brother? 


Come away, | 
Make this the day. 1 
Duſt, alas! no muſic feels ; 
But thy trumpet : then it kneels, 
As peculiar notes and ſtrains 
Cure Tarantulaes raging pains. 


Come way, 
O make no ſtay! 
Let the graves make their confeſſion, 
Leſt at length they plead poſſeſſion: 
Fleſhes tubboraneſs may have 
Read that leſſon to the grave, 


Come away, 
Thy Rock doth ſtray. 
Some to winds their body lend, 


And in them may drown a friend: 


Some in noifome vapours grow 
To a plague and public wo. 


Come away, 
Help our decay. ion un om 
Man is out of order hurl' d. e en 
Parcell'd out to all the world. 
Lord, thy broken conſort raiſe, 
And the muſic ſhall be praiſe. 


- — — er 
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Judgment. 


LMIGHTY Judge, how ſhall poor mene brook 


Thy dreadful look, 
Able an heart of iron to appal, 
When thou ſhalt call 
For every man's pecuhar book ? 
What others mean to do, I know not well; 
Yet I here tell, 
That ſome will turn thee to ſome leaves therein 
So void of fin, 
That they in merit ſhall excel. 
But I reſolve, when thou ſhalt call for mine, 
That to decline, 


And thruſt a teſtament into thy hand, 


Let that be ſcann'd: 


There thou ſhalt find my faults are thine, 


| Heaven. 
'S, Who will ſhew me thole delights on high ? 
N Echo. F 4 
Thou Echo, thou art mortal, all men know. 
Echo. | No. 
Wert thou not born among the trees and leaves ? 
Echo. : Leaves. 
And are there any leaves that {till abide ? 
Echo. Ride. 
What leaves are they? Impart the matter wholly, 
| Echo. Holy. 
Are holy leaves the echo then of bliſs ? 
Echo, Ves 
Then tell me, What is that ſupreme delight ? 
Echo. Light. 


Light to the mind: What ſhall the will enjoy? 
Echo, Foy. 
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But are there cares and buſineſs with the pleaſure ? 


Echo. Leiſure. 
Light Joy and Leiſurez but ſhall they perſevere ? 
Echo. Ever. 
) —.— — 
Love. 


** bad me welcome: yet my ſoul drew back, 
Guilty of duſt and ſin. 
But quick-ey'd Love obſerving me grow lack 
From my firit entrance in, 
Diew nearer to me, ſweetly queſtioning, 
If I lack'd any thing. 


A gueſt, I anſwer'd, worthy to be here: 
Love ſaid, you ſhall be he. 
I the unkind, ungrateful? Ah! my dear, 
I cannot look on thee. 
Love took my hand, and ſmiling did reply, 
Who made the eyes but I ? 


Truth Lord; but I have marr'd them; let my ſhame 

| Go where it doth deſerve. 

And know you not, ſays Love, who bore the blame ? 
My dear then I will ſerve. 

You mult ft down, ſays Love, and taſte my meat: 
So I did {fit and eat. | 


Glory be to God on high, and on earth Peace, 
good will towards men. 


| THE 


CHURCH MILITANT: 


LM”GHTY Lord, who from thy glorious throne 
Seeſt and ruleſt all things ev'n as one: 

The ſmalleſt ant or atom knows thy power, 

Know: alſo to each minute of an hour: : 

Much more do Commonwealths acknowledge thee, 

And wrap their policies in thy decree, _ 

Complying with thy counſels, doing nought 

Which doth not meet with an eternal thought. 

But above all, thy Church and Spouſe doth prove 

Not the decrees cf power, but bands of love. 

Early didft thou arife to plant this vine, 

Which might the more endear it to be thine. 

Spices come from the Eaſt; ſo did thy ſpouſe, 

Trim as the light, ſweet as the laden 2 + 

Ot Noak's ſh. dy vine, chaſte as the dove, 

Prepa d and fitted to receive thy love. 

The courſe was weſtward, that the ſun might light 

As well our underſtanding as our fight, 

Where th' ark did reſt, there Abraham began 

To bring the other ark from Canaan. 73 

Moſes purſu'd this : but King Solomon 

Finiſn'd aud fix'd the old Religion. Hp 

Wren it grew looſe, the Jews did hope in vain 

By nailing Chriſt to faſten it again, 

But to the Gentiles he bore crofs and all, 

args © 4 earthquakes the paitition-wall: 

Only wifereas the ark io glory ſhone. 

Now with the croſs, as with a ſtaff alone... 

Religion like a pilgrim, weſtward bent, 
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nocking at all doors, ever as ſhe went. 
Yet as the fun, tho? forward be his flight, 


| Liſtens behind him, and allows ſome light, 


T1 all depart : So went the Church her way, 

Letting, while one foot ſtepp'd, the other ſtay 

Among the eaſtern nations for a tige, 

Till both removed to the weſtern clime, 

To Egypt firſt ſhe came, where they did prove 

Wonders of auger once, but now of love 

The ten commendments there did flouriſh more 

Than the ten bitter plagues had done before. 

Holy Macarius and great Anthon | 

Made Pharaoh Moſes, changing th' hiſtory. 

Goſhen was darkneſs, Egypt full of lights, 

Nilus for monſters brought forth Iſraelites. 

Such power hath mighty baptiſm to produce 

For things miſhapen, things of bigbel uſe. : 

How dear to me, O God. thy counſels are! * 
Who may with thee compare ! 

Religion thence fled into Greece, where arts 

Gave her the higheſt place in all men's hearts. 

Learning was pos'd, philoſophy was ſet, 

Sophiſters taken in a fiſhe1's net. 

Plato and Ariſtotle were at a lols, | 

And wheel'd about again to ſpell Chrzſt's crofs, 

Prayers chas'd ſyllogiſms into their den, 

And Ergo was Ba an into Amen. 

Tho? Greece took horſe as ſoon as Egypt did, 11 

And Rome as both, yet Egypt faſter 11d, 5 ; 

And ſpent her period and prefixed time b 

Before the other. Greece being paſt her prime, 

Religion went to Rome, ſubduing thoſe EY 

Who, that they might ſubdue, made all their foes; _ «» 

The warrior his dear ſcars no more reſounds, 5 

But ſeems to yield Chriſt hath the greater wound : 

Wounds willingly endur'd to work his blifs, - ., _ 

Who by an ambuſh loſt his paradiſe. 1 
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The great heart ſtoops, and taketh from the duſt 
A ſad repentance, not the ſpoils of luſt: 

Quitting his ſpear, left it ſhould pierce again 
Him in his members, who for him was ſlain. 
The ſhephera's hook grew to a ſceptre here, 
Giving new names and numbers to the year, 

But th' Empire &welt in Greece to comfort them, 
Who were cut ſhort in Alexander's ſtem. 

In both of theſe proweſs and arts did tame 

And tune men's Love againſt the Goſpel came: 
Which uſing, and not fearing {kill in th' one, 
Or ſtrength in th* other, did ere her throne. 
Many a rent and ſtruggling th' Empire knew, 

As dying things are wont, until it flew | 

At length to Germany, ſtill weſtward bending, 
And there the Churches feſtival attend ing: 

That as before empire and arts made way, 

For no leſs harbingers would ſerve than they: 
So they might ſtill, and point us out the place 4 
Where firſt the Church ſhould raiſe her down-caft face. 
Strength levels grounds, art makes a garden there 
Then ſhow'rs Religion, and makes all to bear. 
Spain in the Empire ſhar'd with Germany, 
But England in the higher victory: 

Giving the Church a Crown to keep her ſtate, 
And not go leſs than ſhe had done of late, | 
Conſtantine's Britiſh line meant this of old, 

And did this myſtery wrap up and fold 

Within a ſheet of paper, which was rent 

From time's great chronicle, and hither ſent. 
Thus both the Church and Sun together ran 
Unto the fartheſt old meridian. | 
How dear to me, O God, thy counſels are | 
Who may toith thee compare ? 
Much about one and the fame time and place, 
Both where and when the Church began her race, 
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Sin did ſet out of Eaſtern Babylon, 
And travell'd weſtward alſo; journeying on 
He chid the Church away, where e'er he came, 
Breaking her peace. and tainting her good name. 
At firſt he got to Egypt. and did ſow 
Gardeus of gods. which ev'ry year did grow, 
Freſh and fine deities. They were at great coſt, 
Who for a god clearly a ſallet loſt. 
Ah! what a thing is man devoid of grace, 
Adoring garlic with an humble face, 
Begging his food of that which he may eat, 
Starving che while he worſhippeth his meat! 
Who makes a root his god, how low is he, 
If God and man be ſever'd infinitely ! | 
What wretchedneſs can give him any room, 
Whoſe houſe is foul, while he adores his broom ? 
None will believe this now, tho' money be 
In us the ſame tranſplanted foolery. 
Thus fin in Egypt ſneaked for a while; 
His higheſt was an ox or crocodile, | 
And ſuch poor game. Thence he to Greece doth pals ; 
And being craftier much than goodneſs was, 
He left behind him garriſons of fans, 
To make good that which ey'ry day he wins, 
Here fin took heart, and for a garden-bed 
Rich {hrines and oracles he purchaſed; 

He grew a gallant, and would needs fortel 
As well what ſhould befal as what befel. 
Nay, he became a poet, and would ſerve 
His pills of ſublimate in that conſerve, 
The world came both with hands and purſes full 
- To this great lottery, and all would pull, 
But all was glorious cheating, brave deceit, 
Where ſome poor truths were ſhuffled for a bait, 
To credit him, and to diſcredit thole, 
Who after him ſaould braver truths diſcloſe, 
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From Greece he went to Rome ; and as before 

He was a god, now he's an Emperor. | 

Nero and others lodg'd him bravely there, 

Put him in truſt to 1ule the Roman ſphere. 

Gry was his chief inſtrument of old: 

Pleaſure ſucceeded ſtraignt, when that grew cold, 

Which ſoon was blown to ſuch a mighty flame, 

That tho' our Saviour did deſtroy the game, 

Diſparking oracles, and all their treaſure, 

Setting affliction to encounter pleaſure ; 

Yet did a rogue with hope of carnal joy, 

Cheat the moſt ſubtile nations, Who ſo coy, 

So trim, as Greece aud Eg pt? Vet their hearts 

Are given over, for their curious arts, 

To ſuch Mahometan ſtupidities, | |» | 

As the old heathen would deem prodigies. 

How dear to me, O God thy. counſels are! 
| lo may with thee compare 8-0 

Only the Weſt and Rome do keep them free 

From this contagious infide lit. 1 1 ON 

And this is all the rock whereof they boaſt , 

As Rome will one day find unto her coſt : 

Sin being not able to extirpate quite 

The Churches here, bravely reſolv'd one night 

To be a Churchman too, and wear a mitr ee 

The old debauched ruffian would turn Writer!“ * 

I ſaw him in his ſtudy. where he ſa tile 

Buſy in controverſies ſprung of late. 

A gawa and pen became him wond'rons-welb 01 160 | 

His grave aſpc& had more of heaviu than heli! ?? 

Ouly there was a handſome picture bj 

To which he lent,a.corner, of his eye.. 

As fin in Greece-a prophet was before 

And in old Rome a mighty Emperor 

So now being prieſt he Nan did profeſs 


E 


To make a jeſt of Chriſt's three offices: 
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cc his Teatter'd } Fiealings were J _ n 
United now. iu one, both time aud By | I 
5 | 

From Egypt he took petty: deitfes, V0 | 
From Greece wwacular infallibilhties,'” © ils 
And from old Rome the liberty of Pech: 
By free diſpenſuigs of the Church'streaſure. 
Then in memorial of his ancient throne, 
He did lurname his palace Baby/on. | 
Yet that he might the better gun all nations, 
And make that name wood: by their tranſmjgrations; 
From all thefe pces, but at'divers times, 
He took fine viraids to conceal his crimes: 
From Egpytanenoriſni and retiredneſs : 
Learning freun Greece; from ole Rome ſtatelineſs: 
And hlending thete he carry'd all men's eyes, 
While truth fat by counting his victories: 
Whereby he grew aPpace, and ſcorn'd to uſe 
Such force as once did captivate the Jews; 
But did bewitch, and finely work each nation 
Into a voluntary tranſmig ration. 
All poſt to Rome: Princes ſubmit their necks 
Either t' his public foot or private tricks. 
It did not fit his gravity to hi r, 
Nor his long journey, nor his goat and fur; 
Therefore he ſent out able miniſters, 
Stateſmen within, without doors cloiſterers: 
Who without ſpear or ſword, or other drum, 
Than what wies in their tongue, did overcome; 
And having conquer'd, did fo &rangely rule, 
That the hole world did ſeem but the Pope” $ mule. 
As new and old Rome did one empire twiſt, 
So both togetherare one antichiſt; 
Yet with two faces, as their Janus was, 
Being in this their old crack d. ooking- glaſs. 
How dear to * 0 God, ' thy counſels are! 

Sets "uy wit thee compare” 885 
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Thus fin triumphs in Weſtern Babylon; 

Yet not as ſin, but as religion. 

Of his two thrones he made the latter beſt, 
And to defray his journey from the Eaft, 
Old and new Babylon are to hell and night 
As is the ſun and moon to heaven and light. 


When th' one did ſet the other did take place, 


Confronting equally the law and grace. 


They are hell's land-marks, fatan's double creſt : 
They are ſin's nipples, feeding th* Eaſt and Weſt, 


But as in vice the copy {till exceeds 

The pattern, but not fo in virtuous deeds ; 
So though fin made his latter ſeat the better, 
The latter Church is to the firſt a debtor. 
The ſecond temple could not reach the firlt ; 
And the late Reformation never durit 


Compare with ancient times and purer years; 


But in the Jews and us deſerveth tears, 
Nay, it ſhall ev'ry year decreaſe and fade; 
"Till ſuch a darkneſs ſhall the world invade 
At Chriſt's laſt, coming as his firſt did fmd : 
Yet muſt thei: ſuch proportions be aſſign'd 
To theſe diminiſhings as is between 
The ſpacious world and Fury to be ſeen, 
Religion ſtands on tiptoe in our land, 
Ready to paſs to the American ſtrand. 
When height of malice and prodigious luſts, 
Impudent ſinning, witchcrafts and diſtruſts, 
The marks of future bane, ſhall fill our cup 
Unto the brim, and make our meafure up; 


When Sein ſhall ſwallow Tiber, and the Fhames, 
By letting in them both, pollutes her ſtreams: 


When Ualy of us ſhall have her will, 

And all her calendar of fins fulfil ; 
Whereby one may foretel what ſms next year 
Shall both in France and England domineer: 
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Then ſhall religion to America flee : 
They have their times of goſpel ev'n as we. 
My God, thou doſt prepare for them a way, 
By carrying firſt their gold from them away: 
For gold and grace did never yet agree: 
Religion always fides with poverty. 
We think we rob them, but we think amiſs: 
We are more poor, and they more rich by this. 
Thou wilt revenge their quarrel}, making grace 
To pay our debts, and leave our ancient place 
To go to them, while that, which now their nation 
But lends to us, ſhall be our deſolation. 
Yet as the Church ſhall thither weſtward fly, 
So ſin ſhall trace and dog her inſtantly ; 
They have their period alſo and ſet times 
Both for their virtuous actions and their crimes. 
And where of old the empire and the arts „ 
Uſher'd the goſpel ever in men's hearts, 4 
Spain hath done one; when arts perform the other, 
The Church ſhall come, and fin the Church ſhall ſmo- 
That when they have accompliſhed the round, (ther, 
And met in th' Eaſt, their firſt and ancient ſound, 

Judgment may meet them both and ſearch them round, 
Thus do both lights, as well in Church as ſun, 
Light one another, and together run. 
Thus alſo fin and darkneſs follow ſtill | 
The Church and ſun with all their power and ſkill. 
But as the ſun ſtill goes both Weſt and Eaſt ; 
So alſo did the Church by going Weſt 
Still eaſtward go; becauſe it drew more near 
To time and place where judgment ſhall appear. 
How dear to me, O God, thy counſels are! | 

Who may with thee compare ? 


L'Envoy. 


ING of Glory, Ring of Peace, 
With the one make wars to ceaſe : 

With the other bleſs thy ſheep | | 
Thee to love, in thee to ſleep. 
Let not fin devour thy fold, 
Bragging th t thy blood is cold, 
That thy death is alſo dead, 
While his conqueſts daily ſpread ; 
That thy fleſh hath loft his food, 
And thy croſs is common wood. 


Choke him, let him ſay no more, | 
But reſerve his breath in ſtore, | 
_ Till thy conqueſt and his fall ; 
Make his ſighs to uſe it all, ö 


And then bargain with the wind 
To diſcharge what is behind. 


Bleſſed be God alone, 8 - |: 
\ Thrice blefſed Three in One, | 
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E that doth imitate muſt 1 >, 
Verfe, Matter, Order, Title, Spirit, Wit; 
For theſe alſo our Church«Poet doth intend, \ 
And he who hath his imitation writ. 
O Gloty of the Time | beſt Eogliſh Singers 
Happy both he the nn and thou deinger. 
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Sun LIMINARE. 
MII ——— ———— ETIEETT T6. 
| Ty C cujus Templum ? Chriſti. Quis condidit ? Ede. 


Condidit Herbertus. Dic, quibus auxiliis? 
Auxilits multis: quibus, haud mihi dicere fas et. 


| Tanta eſt ex  diftis lis oriunda mes. 


Gratia, fi dicam, dedit omnia; protinus obſtat 


Ingenium, dicens, cuncta fuiſſe ſua. 
Ars negat, & nihil eft non naſtrum dicit in illo; 3 4 
VNMoet facile oft litem compeſuiſſe mii. © 
Divide i Materiam det g ratiai materiaq ; To 
Ingenium cultus induat, arſq ; modos. ü 
Nen ne diſplicent puriter res omnibus iſta, 
Nec ſortita velint jura vocare un. 
Nempe pars ſibi jure petunt, cultuſque, modoſzue, 
Materiamque, ars, S gratia, 1 ingenium. 
N velit. how dubitantem tollere elenchum, 
e Templo Herberti talia dicta dabit. 
nn Tenplo Herbertus condendo et gratia totus, 
Ars pariter totus, totus Si ingenium. 
Cedite Romanæ, Graiiz guq; cedite muſe ; 
| Unum par cunflis Anglia jactat opus. 
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A Stepping Stone to the Threshold of 
Mr. Herbert's Church-Porch. 


HAT Church i 1s this ? Chriſt's Church. Who 
duilded it? . 5 

Mr. Pon Herbert. Who aſſiſted it ? 

Many aſſiſted: Who I may not fay, 

So much contention might ariſe that way. 

If I fay Grace gave all; Wit ſtraight doth thwart, 1 

And ſays, All that is there is mine 2 but At ; 

Denies, and ſays, There's nothing there but's mine: 

Nor can I eaſily the right define. 25 

Divide; ſay, Grace the matter gave, and Wit 

Did poliſh it: Art meafur'd, and made fit 

Each ſev'ral piece, and fram'd it altogether. ; 

Nay, by no means: this may not pleaſe them neither. 

None's well contented with a part alone, 

When each doth challenge all to be his W. 

The matter, the expreſſions, and the meaſures, 

Are equally Art's, Wit's, and Grace's treaſures. 

Then he that would impartially diſcuſs 

This doubt ful Tens muſt anſwer thus: 

In building of his Temple, Maſter Herbert | 


Is equally all Grace, all Wit, all Art. | 5 


Roman and Grecian muſes all give way: 


One Engliſi poem darkens all your . 


1 
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ie Dedication. 


1 , my firſt-Fruits ſhould have been ſent to thee 
For thou thee tree, 
That bare them, only lenteſt unto me. 


But while 1 had the uſe, the fruit was mine: 
Not fo divine, 
As that I dare PER to call it thine, 


Before was ripe it fell unto the r : 


And fince I found 


It bruiſed in the dirt, nor clean, nor ſound. 


Some I have picked, and wip'd, and bring thee now, 
Lord, thou know'ſt how ; . 
Gladly I would, but dare not it avow. | 


Such as it is, *tis here. Pardon the beſt, 
Accept the reſt, 
Thy pardon and acceptance maketh bleſt. 
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: The " Church: Tard. 


bo 6 J H10 ot TA 
12 that intendeſt to the Church e * . 
Come take a turn or two, before thou g0˙ff, 83 
In the Church-yard; ; the walk is in the way. 
Who takes, beſt heed in Sie haſteth moſt : © 
r 4 


But he that unprepared raſhly ventufes, 


Haſtens NN rent hie dne gepeewtz RENE 1 Aon 
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"The Chu rel. Stile. al 


EEST thou that Stile ? Obſerve then bow. 6 ſew, 0 
Step after ſtep, and equally n $2: 151 mid 30 
Such is the wiy to winceleſtial prizes: vw nod if 
Humility the-courſe begins and ends. N 
Would ſt thou in grace to high perfeRions ghown?. 11 
Shoot thy rœts deep, ground thy foundations: low: 


—— — — 


Humble thyſelf, and God will lift thee 1 up: 

Thoſe that exalt themſelves he cafteth down: 

The hungry he invites with him to ſup, 

And clothes the naked with his robe and crown. 
Think not th6u Weſt whit thou'from bin Wodan 
His labour's loft if thou may kent cath fave. 1 n 11 


* 
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11 


Pride is the enn of grace, 

Which cafteth all away by griping all: | 

Humility is thrift, both keeps his place, 

And gains by giving, riſerh by its fall. 
To get by ring and to loſe by keeping, 5 
Is to be ſad in mirth, and glad in weeping. 
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The Churck- Gate., | 
EXT to the ſtile ſee where the Gate doth ſtand, 


Which turning upon hooks andininges may 
Eas'ly be ſhut or open'd with an hand. 
Yet conſtant to its centre {till doth ſtay, 
And fetching a wide compaſs round about, 
Keeps the ſame couiſe and diſtance, never out. 


Such muſt the courſe be that to heaven tends, | 
He that the Gates of Righteouſneſs would enter, 
Muſt ſtill continue conſtant to his ends, 
And fix himſelf in God, as in its centre. 
Cleave cloſe to him by faith, then move which way 
Diſcretion leads thee, and thou ſhalt not ſtray, 


We never wander, till we loſe our hold 


f 1 * T 


Of him that is our Way, our Lag, our Guide: . 


But when we grow of our own repgth too bold, > 
Unhook'd from him, we quickly turn aſide. RT 
He holds us up, whilſt in him we are found: 
If once we fall from him, we go to ground. 
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The h urch · N. Els. 


N OW view the walls, the Church is compaſi d round, 
As much for ſafety. as for ornament: fr 


Tis an encloſure, and no common ground: 
'Tis God's freehold, and but our tenement. 


Tenants at will, and yet in tail, we bez 
Our children have the ſame right to't as We. _ 


Remember there muſt be no gaps left ope Um 
Where God bath fene d, for fear ot falſe Woſins. 
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God will have all, or none: allows no ſcope 
For ſin's encroachments, or men's own intruſions, 


Cloſe bindings locks his laws together faſt : 
He that plucks out the firſt, . down che laſt. Fd 


Either retolve for all, or elſe for none: 
Obedience univerſal he doth claim. 
Either be wholly his, or all thine own: © + 
At what thou can'ſt not reach, at leaſt take aim: 
He that of purpoſe looks beſide the mark, 
Might as well hood-wink*d ſhoot, or in the dark. . 
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The Church. - 


ASTLY, conſider where the Church doth Rand, | 
As near unto the middle as may be; 
God in his fervice chiefly doth command 
Above all other things Sincerity, 
Lines drawn from ſide to fide within a round, 
Not meeting in the centre, ſhort are found. 


Religion muſt not ſide with any thing, 
That ſwerves from God, or elſe withdraws from him: 
He that a welcome ſacrifice would bring, | 
Muſt fetch it from the bottom, not the brim. 

A ſacred Temple of the Holy Ghoſt | 

Each part of man muſt be, but his heart moſt. 


Hypocriſy in Church is alchymy, 

That caſts a golden tincture upon braſs ; 

There is no effence in it; tis a lie, 

Tho! fairly ſtamp'd for truth, it often paſs : 
Only the ſpirits aqua regia doth 
Diſcover it to be but painted froth, 
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The Ch urch-Porch. 


OW, &er thou paſſeſt further, fi thee down 
In the Church-Porch, and think what thou haſt ſeen; 
Let due conſideration either crown, 
Or cruſh, thy former purpoſes. Between 
Raſh undertakings, and firm reſolutions, 
Depends the ſtrength, or weakneſs, of 84 


Trace thy ſteps back ward in thy memory: 
And firſt reſolve of, what thou heardeſt laſt, 
Sincerity; it blots the.hiſtory 
Of all religious actions, and doth blaſt 
The comfort of them, when in them God ſees 
Nothing but outſides of formalities, 


In earneſt be religious, trifle not; 
And rather for God's ſake, than for 8 own: 
Thou haſt robb*d him, unleſs that he have got, 
By giving, if his glory be not grown 
Together with thy good; who ſeeketh more 
Himſelf than God, would make his roof his floor. 


Next to Sincerity, remember {till, 
Thou muſt refolve upon Integrity. - 
God will have all thou haſt, thy mind, thy will, 
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And having giv'n him all thou muſt receive 
All that he gives. Mete his commandment :; 
Reſolve that thine obedience muſt not leave, 
Until it reach unto the x extent. 
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For all his precepts ate of equal ſcrength, 
And meaſure thy performance to the length: 


34 
Then call to mind chat coniſtaney muſt knit 
Thine undertakings and thine actions faſt: 
He that ſets forth tow'tds heaven, and doth fit 
Down by the way, will be found ſhort at laſt. 
Be conſtant to the end, and thou ſhalt have 
An heavenly garland, tho' an earthly grawe. 


But he that would be conſtant muſt not take 
Religion up by fits and ſtarts alone 1 85 
But his continual praftice muſt it make: 
His courſe muſt be from end to end but one. 
Bones often broken, and knit up again, 
Loſe of their length, tho? in their ſtrength they gain. 


Laſtly, remember that Humility / 

Muſk; ſolidate, and keep all cloſe together. 

What Pride puffs up with vain futility 
Lies-open-and-expos'd-to all ill weatber. 


An empty bubble may fair colour carry, 
But blown upon it and it will not tar ry. 


Prize not thine own too high, nor under-rate 
Another's worth, but deal indifferentlys _+ 
View the defects of thy ſpiritual ſtate, 

And others graces, with impartial eye. | 
The more thou deemeſt of thyſelf, the Teſs 
Eſteem of thee will all men elſe expreſs. 

contract thy leſſon now, and this is juſt 

The ſum of all. He that deſires to ſee 

The face of God in his Religion muſt = 

Sincere, entire, conſtant and humble be. | 
If thus reſolved, fear not to proceed: I peed. 
Elſe the more haſte thou mak'ſt, the worſe thou'lt 
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C Rurch- Itensills. 

F e two dang'rous rocks, Prophaueneſs on 

Th' one ſide, on the other Superſtition, 1 

| How fhall I ſail ſecure? if iti 
Lord, be my ſteerſman, hold my helm, 
And then tho' winds with waves o'erwhelm 
My fails, I will endure 
It patiently. The bottom of the ſea 
Is ſafe enough, if thou direct the way. 


I'll tug my tacklings then, Ill ply mine oars, 
And cry, a hg for fear. He that adores 
The giddy multitude 
So much, as.to deſpiſe my rhimes ; 
- » Becauſe they tune not to the times; 
I wiſh may not intrude 
His preſence here. But they (and that's enough) 
Who love God's houſe, will like his houſehold-ſtuff. 


_ The Font. 


1 I fay. Why not ? And why not near 
To the Church-door ? Why not of ſtone ? 
Is not that bleſſed fountain open'd here, z 
From whence that water flows alone, 
Which from fin and uncleanneſs waſheth clear ? 


And may not beggars well contented be 
Their firſt alms at the door to take ? 

Though, when acquainted better, they may ſee 
Others within that bolder make. 

Low places will ſerye packs of low degree. 


Fo 2 e CE 
Pay 8 " « 
Ry. LR 
A ALL FC ee ud het =o I _ 


216 —THE\SYNAGOGUE: 
What ? Is he not the rock, out of whoſe ſide 
Thoſe ſtreams of water-blood run forth ? 
Thy ele& and precious corner-ſtone well try'd?F _ 
Tho thꝰ odds be great between their worth, - 


Rock-water and Rone-veſlels are ally'd. 


But call it what, and place it where you will: 


Let it be made indifferent ly 
Of any form, or matter; yet, until 
The bleſſed Sacrament thereby 
Impaired be, my hopes you ſhall not kill. 


To want a complem ent of comlineſs 
Some of my comfort may abate, 

And for the preſent make my joy go leſs: 
Yet I will hug mine homely ſtate, 

And poverty with patience richly dreſs. 


Regeneration is all in all, 

Waſhing, or ſprinkling, but the ſign, 
The ſeal, and inſtrument thereof; I call 
The one, as well as th' other mine, 

And my poſterity's as federal. | 


If temporal eſtates may be convey'd, 
By covenants on condition, 


To men and to their heirs ; be not afraid, 


My ſoul, to reſt upon 
The covenant of grace by mercy made, 


Do but thy duty, and rely upon't, 
Repentance, Faith, Obedience, 

When ever practis'd, truly will amount 
To an authentic evidence, 

Tho? th' deed were antidated at the font. 


1 


THE SYNAGOGUE) $17 


The Reading-Pew. 


ERE my new enter'd ſoul doth firſt break faſt, 
Here ſeaſoneth her infant taſte, 

And at her mother-nurſe the Church's dugs 

With lab'ring lips and tongue ſhe tugs 
For that ſincere milk, Which alone doth feed 

Babes new born of immortal ſeed : 
Who. that they may unto perfection grow, 
Muſt be content to creep before they go. 


They, that would reading out of Church exclude, 
Sure have a purpole to obtrude 

Some dictates of their own, inſtead of God's 
Revealed will, his word.“ *Tis odds, 

They do not mean to pay men current coin, 
Who ſeek the ſtandard to purloin, 

And would reduce all trials to their own, 
Both touchſtones, balances, and weights, alone, 


What reaſonable man would not miſdoubt 
Thoſe comments, that the text leave out? 
And that their main intent 1s alteration, 
Who doat ſo much on variation, 
That no ſet form at all they can endure 
To be preſcrib'd, or put in ure? 
Rejecting bounds and limits is the way, 
If not all waſte, yet common all to lay. 


But why ſhould he, that thinks him'*lf well grown, 
Be diſcontent that ſuch an one, 

As knows himſelf an infant yet ſhould be 
Dandled upon his mother's knee, 

And babe-like fed with milk, till he have got 
More ſtrength and ſtomach ? Why ſhould not 
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Nurflings i in Church, as well as weanlings, find | 


Their food fit for them in their proper kind? 


Let them that would build caſtles in the air 
Vault thither without ſtep or ſtair; 

Inſtead of feet to climb, take wings to fly, 
And think their turrets top the ſky. 

But let me lay all my foundations deep, 
And learn before I run to creep, 

Who digs thro? rocks to lay his ground-works low, 

May in good time build high and ſure, tho' low. _ 


To take degrees, per faltum, tho! of ner . 
Diſpatch, is but a truant's trick. © 
Let us learn firſt to know our letters well, 
Then ſyllables, then words to ſpell; 
Then to read plainly, ere we take the pen 
In hand to write to other men. 
I doubt their preaching 1s not always true, 
Whoſe way 1 fu W not the W e e 
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The Book of Common - Prayer. 


AA HAT pray'r by th' Book? And Common? 
Yes. Why not? 
The Spirit of grace, 
And ſupplication, 
Is not left free alone 
For time and place: 


But manner too. To. read, or ſpeak by rote; 


Is all alike to him, that prays  _ 
With's heart, that with his mouth he ſays. 


They that in private by themſelves alone 
Do pray, make take 
What liberty they pleaſe, 
In chuſwg of the ways, 
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Wherein to make | 

Their ſouls? moſt intimate affections TORS 
To him that ſees in ſecret, when 
Th' are moſt conceal'd from other men. 


But, he that unto others leads the way 
In public prayer, 
Should chuſe to do it fo, 
As all that hear may know 
They need not fear 


To turn their hearts unto his tongue, and ſay, 


Amen; nor doubt they were betray'd 
To blaſpheme, when they ſhould nave pray'd. 


Devotion will add life unto the letter. 
And why ſhould not 
That which authority 
Preſcribes, eſteemed be 
Advantage got ? 

It th' pray*r be good, the commoner the better. 
Pray'r in the Church's words, as well 
As _ of all pray” rs bears the bell, 
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The Bible... 


HE Bible? That's the book. The book indeed, 
The book of books: 
On which who looks, 
As he ſhould do, aright, ſhall never need 
Wiſh for a better light 
To guide him in the night: 


Or, when he hungry is, for better food 
To feed upon, 
Than this alone, 


If he bring ſtomach and digeſtion good: 
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And if he be amiſs, 


This the beſt phyſic is. | 


The true panchreſton tis for ev*ry ſore, 
And fickneſs, which 
The poor and rich 
With equal eaſe may come by. Yea, 'tis more, 
An antidote, as well 
As remedy *gainſt hell. 


'Tis heaven in perſpective; and the bliſs 
Of glory here, 
If any where, 
By ſaints on earth anticipated i is, 
Whilit faith to ev'ry word 
A being doth afford. | 


It is the looking-glaſs of ſouls, wherein 
All men may ſee 
Whether they be | 
Still, as by nature th' are, deform'd with fin ; 
Or in a better caſe, 
As new adorn'd with grace, 


Tis the great magazine of ſpiritual arms, 
Wherein doth lie 
Th' artillery 
Of heaven, ready charg'd againſt all harms, - 
That might come by the biowy 
Of our infernal foes, 


God's cabinet of reveal'd couunſol tis: 
Where weal and woe 
Are o1der'd ſo, 
That ev'ry man may know which ſhall be his, 
Unleſs his own miſtake . 
Fal ſe application make, 
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It is the index to eternity, 


it js the book of God: What if 3 Should 
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He cannot miſs i 

Of endleſs bliſs, | 

That takes this chart to ſteer his voyage by. 6 
Nor can he be miſtook b 

That ſpeaketh by this book. 0 


A book to which no book can be compar'd 
For excellence ; 
Pre-eminence 

Is proper to it, and cannot be ſhar'd, 

Divinity alone 
Bclongs to it, or none. 


Say, God of books? 
Let him that looks 
Angry at that expreſſion, as too bold, 
His thoughts in filence ſmother, 
Till he find ſuch another. 
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The Pulpit. | 
Is dinner-time : And now I look 
For a full meal God ſend me a good cook ; | 
This is the drefſer-board, and here 1 
I wait in expectation of good cheer, | 
I'm ſure the Maſter of the houſe 
Enough to entertain his gueſts allows : 


And not enough of ſome one ſort alone, 
But choice of what beſt fitteth every one. 


God grant me taſte and ſtomach good: 
My feeding will diverſify my food; 

*Tis a good appetite to eat, | 
And good digeſtion, that makes good meat. 
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Themſelves, if they continue ſtill the uns. 
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The beſt food in itſelf will be, 

Not fed on well, poiſon, not food to me. 
Let him that ſpeaks look to his words; my ear 
Muſt careful be, both what and how I hear, 


»Tis manna that I look for here, | 3 
The bread of heaven, angels“ food, I fear 33 1 
No want of plenty, where I know, _ 5 
The loaves by eating more, and greater, grow: 
Where nothing but forbearance makes 
A famine ; where he only wants, that taxes 
Not what he will; provided that he would 
Take nothing to himſelf but what he ſhould, 


Here the ſame fountain poureth forth __ 
Water, wine, milk, oil, honey, e the worth 
Of all tranſcendant, infinite 3 105 
In excellence, and to each appet ite 
In fitnefs anſwerable; fſoͤo n ETED 
That none needs hence unſatisfied. go, | 
Whoſe ſtomach ſerves him unto any thing 
That health, ſtrength, comfort, or content can i bring. . 


Yea, dead men here invited are 
Unto the bread of life, and whilſt they . 
To come and take it, they muſt blame 


A 


The body's fed by food, Which it 
Aſſimilates, and to itſef doth fat: - n 
But, that the ſoul may feed, itſelf muſt be 164 11˙ 
Transformed: to the world, with it agree, 25 


To milk the ſtrongeſt men muſt be 5 1 
As new-born babes, whenever they it fee, h 
' Deſiring, not deſpiſing it. ef ANTF 3} 
For ſtrong meat babes muſt ftay, and ſtrive 1 to fit E 
Themſelves i in hol Nr hex #g one 1801 | 
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Get by degrees (which beſt beſeem a man) 
Experience-exerciſed ſenſes, able 


Good to diſcern from evil, truth from table 


Here I will wait then; till I ſee 
The ſteward reaching out a meſs for me, 
Reſolve I'll take it thankfully, 
Whate'er it be, and feed on't heartily. 
Although f no Benjamin's choice meſs, 
Five times as much as others, but far leſs; 
Yea, if't be but a baſket full of crumbs, 
I'll bleſs the hand from which, by which, it comes, 


Like an invited gueſt, I will 
Be bold, but 22 withal, fit ſtill 
And ſee what the Maſter of tlie feaſt 
Will carve unto me, and account that beſt 
Which he doth chuſe for me, not 1 
Myſelf deſire: Yea, though I Thould . 
Some fault in th' dreſſing, in the diſhing, or 
The placing, yet 1 will not it abhor. 


So that the meat be wholeſome, though 
The ſauce ſhall be toothſome, I'll not go 
Empty away, and ſtarve my fool _ 
To feed my fooliſh fancy ; but control 

My appetite to dainty things, 


Which oft inſtead of ſtrength d iſeaſes brings : 


But, if my pulpit-hopes ſhall all prove vain, 
I'll back unto the rb 1 l _ 


The Colin: Fable; * 


ERE ſtands my banquet ready, the la courſe, 
And beſt proviſion, 
That I muſt feed upon, 
Till death my ſoul and body ſhall divorce, 
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And that I am 5 
Call'd to the martiage-[upper of the Lamb. 


Some call't the Altar, ſome the. oy Table. + 
The name I ſtick not at, | 14 
Whether't be this or that, 

T care not ſo much, ſo that I may be able. 

Truly to know | 
Both why it is, and may be called . 


And for the matter whereof it was made, 
The matter 1s not much, 


Although it be of touch, Dad dw 3 
Or wood, or metal, What will laſt orfade; 181116 
So vanity 5 


And ſuperſtition avoided be. | 


Nor would it trouble me to ſee it found 
Of any faſhion. 
That can be thought upon, 
Square, oval, many-angled, ag, or ound 
If cloſe it be, | 
Fix'd, open, moveable, all's one to me. 


And yet, methinks, ata communion, 
In uniformity | 
There's greateſt decency, .. 

And that which maketh moſt for union: 
But needleſsly 

Io vary tends to th' breach of charity. 


Yet, rather than I'll give, I 2 not take 
Offence, it it be N 
So that I be not dren 

To thwart authority, a party make 
For faction, 

Or ſide, but ſeemingly, in th* action. 


— — 
13 
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"Xt ac a communion I wiſh 1 might | 


Have no cauſe to fuſpect 
Any, the leaſt, defect 

Of unity and peace, either in fight 
Apparently, 

Or in men's hearts concealed ſecretly. 


That which ordained is to make men one 
More than before they were, 
Should not itſelf appear, 
Though but appear, diſtinctly divers. None 
I Too much can ſee 
Of what, when moſt, yet but enough can be. 


If others will diſſent and vary, who 
Can help it? If I may, 
As hath been done alway, 
By th' beſt, and moſt, I will myſelf do ſo; 
Of one accord | 
The ſervants ſhould be of one God one Lord. 


—— 


Communion-Plate. 
EVER was gold or ſilver graced thus 
Before. 
To bring this body and this blood to us 
Is more 
Than to crown Kings, 
Or be made rings 
For ſtar- like diamonds to glitter in. 
No precious ſtones are meet to match this bread 
Divine. 
Spirits of l diſſolved would but dead 
| This wine. 
This heav- nly food 
Is too too good 


To be compar'd to any earthly thing, 
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For ſuch ineſtimable tteaſure can 
There be 
| Veſſels too coſtly made by any man 70 1 58 
Sure he 
That knows the meat 
So good to ent, 
Would wiſh to fee it richly ſerved in, „ d be 


Although tis true, that ſanRity! « ren 
To ſtate: 
Vet ſure religion ſhould not be envy'd 11 
The fate 
—— ——— —̃— 
To be ſet forth 
As beſt becomes the ſervice of a king. 


A King, unto whoſe croſs all kim Assi. 5 
Their crowus, 1 
And at his beck in their full courſe frike au.. 
Whoſe frowns | . 
And ſmiles give date 
Unto their fate, 5 n 10 63d 
And doom them either unto weal or wo. 


A King whoſe will is juſtice; and wels werd 
Is power, 
And wiſdom both. A King, whom to > afford 
| An hour tA 
of ſervice tne e bee oo 
Perform'd, and duly, 


Is to ſpeak eternity of bliſs.” | 108 


When ſuch a King offers to come to me, EIS 

He As food, 5 

Shall I ! his carriages can be 
Too go? 
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No: teryto gold? 5 0s Nen Ge 
Turn'd, never could 


Be rich enough to be employed fo. 


If I might wiſh then, I would have this bread, 
This wine, 
Veſſel'd in what the ſun might bluſh to ſhed 
His ſhine, 
When he ſhould ſee; 
But, till that be, 
I'll reſt contented with it as it is. 


— 


m_— — — 
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| Church-Officers. 
y TAY. © Officers in Church ? Take heed ; it is 
A | A tender matter to be touch'd. 
11 If I chance to fay any thing amiſs, 


Which is not fit to be avouch'd, 


As officers, but gifted men; 
Others into the number more would bring 


1 I muſt expect whole farms of waſps to ſting me, || 
7 Te or no bees honey or wax to bring me. {| 
„Some would have none in Church do any ching | | 


Thar'I-ſee'warrant for: So then, | J | 
All that I ſay, 'tis like, will cenſur'd be, 1 
Through prejudice or partiality. - | 
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But 'tis no matter; if men cenſure me, | | 
They but my fellow-ſervants are : : | 


I Our Lord allows us all like liberty. | 
f I write. mine own thoughts to declare, | 
I Notto pleaſe men; and, if I diſpleaſe any, 


wt | I will not care, ſo they be of the many. 


— — 
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The Sexton. 


—_— Church's key-keeper opens the door, 
And invts it, ſweeps the floor, 
Rings bells, digs graves, and fills them up again: 
All emblems unto men, 
Openly owning chriſtianity, 
To mark and learn many good leſſons by. 


O thou that haſt the key of David, who 
Open'ſt and ſhutteſt ſo, 

That none can ſhut or open after thee, 
Vouchſafe thyſelf to be 

Our ſoul's door-keeper, by thy bleſſed Spirit: 

The lock and key's thy mercy, not our merit. 


Cleanſe thou our fin-ſoil'd ſouls from th' dirt and duſt 


Of every noiſome luſt, 
Brought in by the foul feet of our affections, 

The beſom of afflictions, 
With th' bleſſing of the ſpirit added to it, 
If thou be pleaſed to ſay it ſnall, will do it. 


Lord, ringing changes all our bells hath marr'd, 
Jangled they have and jarr'd 

So long, they're out of tune, and out of frame, 
They ſeem not now the ſame. 

Put them in frame anew, and once begin 

To tune them ſo, that they may chimeall in, 


Let all our fins be bury'd i in the grave, 


No longer rant and rave 
As they have done, to our eternal ſhame, 

And the ſcandal of thy name. 
Let's as door-keepers in thine houſe attend, 
Rather than th' throne of wickedneſs aſcend, 
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The Clerk. 
HE Church's bible-clerk attends 
Her utenſils, and ends 
Her prayers with amen, 
Tunes pſalms, and to the ſacraments 
Brings 1n the elements, 
And takes them out again 
Is humble minded, and induſtrious handed, 


Doth nothing of himſelf, but as commanded. 


All that the veſſels of the Lord 
Do bear with one accord 
Muſt ftudy to be pure, 


| As they are: If his holy eye 


Do any ſpot eſpy, 
He cannot it endure ; \ 
But moſt expeReth to be ſanRify'd 
In thoſe come neareſt him, and glorify'd. 
Pſalms then are always tuned beſt 
When there is moſt expreſt 
The holy penman's heart : 
All muſic is but diſcord, where 
That wants, or doth not bear 
The firſt and chiefeſt part. 
Voices without affection anſwerable, 
When beſt, to God are moſt abominable. 
Though 1a the bleſſed ſacraments 
The outward elements 
Are but as huſks and ſhells ; 
Yet he that knows the kernel's worth, 
If even thoſe ſend forth 
Some aromatic ſmells, 
Will not eſteem it waſte, leſt Judas like, 


Through Mary's ſide he Chriſt himſelf ſhould frike. 
| L 
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Lord, without whom we cannot tell 7 
How to ſpeak or think well, | 
Lend us thy helping hand, ; 

That what we do may pleaſing be 
Not to ourſelves but thee, 

And anſwer thy command: 
So that not we alone, but thou may'ſt ſay | 
Amen to all our pray'rs, piay'd the right way, ; 


The Overseer of the Poor. 


HE Church's almoner takes care that none 
In their neceſlity 
Shall unprovided be 
Of maint*nance, or employment; thoſe alone 
Whom careleſs idleneſs, | 
Or riotous exceſs, N 

Condemns to needleſs want, he leaves to be 

| Chaſten'd awhile by their own poverty. 

Thou gracious Lord, rich in thyſelf, doſt give 
To all men lib'rally, 
Upbraiding none. Thine eye 

Is open upon all. In thee we live, 

We move, and have our being: 

But there is more than ſeeing 
For th' poor with thee; they are thy ſpecial charge; 
To them thou doſt thy heart and hand enlarge, 


Four ſorts of poor there are with whom thou deal'ſt, 
Though always differently, 
With ſuch indifferency, 

That none hath reaſon to complain; thou heal't 

ji | All thoſe whom thou doſt wound : 

4 If there be any found 

Tl Hurt by themſelves, thou leay'ſt them to endure 

1 The pain, till th' pain reader them fit for cure. 
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Some in the world are poor, but rich in faith; 


Their outward poverty 
A plentiful ſupply 
Of inward comforts and contentments hath ; 
And their eſtate is bleſt 
In this above the reſt, 
It was thy choice, whilſt thou on earth didſt ſtay, 
And hadſt not whereupon thy head to lay. 
Some poor in ſpirit in the world are rich, 
Although not many ſuch : 
And no man needs to grutch 
Their happineſs : who to maintain that pitch 
Have an hard taſk in hand, 
Nor eas'ly can withſtand 
The ſtrong temptations that attend on riches ; 


Mountains are more expos'd to ſtorms than ditches. 


Some rich in th* world are ſp'ritually poor, 
And deſtitute of grace, 
Who may perchance have place 
In the Church upon earth; but heaven's door 
Too narrow is t' admit 
Such camels in at it, 
Till they ſell all they have that geld to buy 


Wherein the true treaſure doth hidden lie. 


Some ſp' ritually poor, and deſtitute 

Of grace, in th' world are poor 

_ Begging from door to door, 

Accurſed both in God's and man's repute, 

Till by their miſeries 

Tutor'd, they learn to prize 
Hung'ring and thirſting after righteouſneſs, 
Whilſt they're onearth, their greateſt happineſs. 
Lord, make me poor in ſpirit, and relieve 

Me how thon wilt thyſelf, 

No want of worldly pelf L 2 
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4 
Shall make me diſcontented, fret and grieve. 3 
I know thine alms are beſt ; | 

But above all the reſt, 
Condemn me not unto the hell of riches, : 
Without thy grace to countercharm the witches, q 
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| The: Church. warden. 


HE Church's guardian takes care to keep . 
Her buildings always in repair; wy i 
Unwilling that any decay ſhould creep | ; 
A On them before he is aware. f 
= Nothing defac'd, 
. Nothing diſplac'd 
1 He likes; but moſt doth long and love to ſee 
= The living ſtones order'd as they ſhould be. | 
| if Lord, thou not only ſuperviſor art | 
| 
| 
1 
| 


i Of all our works, but in all thoſe, 
Which we dare own, thine is the chiefeſt part: 
1; For there is none of us that knows . : 
qt Hou to do well: | 1 
. Nor can we tell — 
Bt What we ſhould do, unleſs by thee Lireted 
if It 3 not that's by ourſelves projected. 
[| That which we think ourſelves to mend, we mar, | 
And often make it ten times worſe; N = 
Reforming of religion by war Sp | 

| Is th* chyraic bleſſing of a curſe. 
„ Great odds it ĩs , 

t {lj That we ſhall miſs A 

Bil Of what we looked for: Thine ends cannot 

By any but by thine own means be got. 
| 'Tis ſtrange we ſo mach doat upon our own” 1! 
 _ Deformity, and others (corn, | 
| As if ourſelves were beautiful alone bi 
| 1 When that which did us moſt adore! 1 i 
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We purpoſely 
Chuſe to lay by, 4 
Such decency and order as did place us [0 | 
In high'ſt eſteem, and guard as well as grace us. 
Is not thy daughter glorious within, 
When cloth'd with needle-work without ? 
Or is't not rather both their ſhame and fin 
That change her robe into a clout, 
Too narrow, and 
Too thin, to fland - 
Her need in any ſtead, much leſs to be 
An ornament fit for her high degree ? 
Take pity on her, Lord, and heal her breaches ; 
Clothe all her enemies with ſhame ; 
All the deſpite that's done unto her, reaches 
To the diſhonour of thy name. 
Make all her ſons 
Rich precious ſtenes, 
To ſhine each of them in his proper place, 
Receiving of thy fulneſs grace for grace. 


——— Ls >. A « — - 
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The Deacon. 


HE deacon! That's the miniſter. 
True, taken gen' rally: 
And without any ſiniſter 
Intent, us'd ſpecially, 
He's purpoſely ordain'd to miniſter 
In ſacred things, t' another officer. 
At whoſe appointment, in whoſe ſtead, 
He doth what he ſhould do, 
In ſome things, not in all: is led 
By law and cuſtom too. 
Where that doth neither bid, nor forbid, he 
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Thinks this ſu ficient authority: 


5 


I EC OS nw. e . 5 . 7 * Ty 


THE SYNACOGCUE. 


” 8 VE WE EP PII 


Loves not to vary, when he ſees 
No great neceſſity, 
To what's commanded he agrees, 
With all humility; 
Knowing how highly God ſubmiſſion prizes, 
Pleas'd with obedience more than ſacrifices, 
Lord, thou didſt of thyſelf profeſs 
Thou waſt as one that ſerv'd, 
And freely chuſeſt to goleſs, 
Though none ſo much deſerv'd. 
With what face can we then refuſe to be 
Enter'd thy ſervants ina low degree ? 
Thy way to exaltation 
Was by humility ; 
But we, proud generation, 
No diff *rence of degree 
In holy orders will allow; nay more, 
All holy orders would turn out of door, 
But if thy precept cannot do't, 
To make us humbly ſerve, 
Nor thy example added to't, 
If ſtill from both we ſwerve; 
Let none of us proceed, till he can tell 
How t' uſe the office of a deacon well. 
Which by the bleſſing of thy Spirit, 
Whom thou halt left to be 
Thy vicar here, we may inherit, 
And miniſter te thee, Þ: 
Though not ſo well as thou may'ſt well pct: 
Yet ſo as thou wilt pleaſed be t- — 


The Priest. | 


HE prieſt, I ſay, the preſbyter I mean, 
F As now a-days he's call'd, 
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By many men: 1 I chuſe to retain 


The name wherewith inſtall'd 
He was at firſt in our own mother-tongue : 
And doing ſo I hope I do no wrong. 


Ihe prieſt, I ſay, 's a middle officer, 


Between the biſhop and 
The deacon, as a middle officer, 

Which in the Church doth ſtand 
Between God andthe people, ready preſt 
In the behalf of both to do his beſt, 


From him to them offers the promiſes 
Of mercy which he makes ; 


For them to him doth all their faults confeſs, 


Their prayers and praiſes takes, 
And offers for them at the throne of grace, 
Contentedly attending his own place. 


The word and ſacraments, the means of grace, 
He duly doth diſpenſe, 

The flouriſhes of falſehood to deface 
With truth's clear evidence; 

And ſin's uſurped tyranny ſuppreſs 


B' advancing righteouſneſs and holineſs, 


The public cenſures of the Church he ſees 
To execution brought: 

But nothing raſhly of himſelf decrees, 
Nor covets to be thought 

Wiſer than his ſuperiors ; whom always 

He actively or paſſively obeys. 


Lord Jeſus, thou the Mediator art 


Of the New Teſtament, 
And fully didſt perform thy double pact 
Of God and man when ſent. 
8 
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To reconcile the world, and to attone 1 


But one ſuperior to overſee 


But who can ſhew of old that ever auy 


Tv ixt it and heaven, of tWo making one. 
Yea, after the order of Melchiſedech, 
Thou art a prieſt for ever. | 
With perfect righteouſneſs thyſelf doſt deck, . 
Such as decayeth never. 
Like to thyſelf make all thy prieſts on earth, > 
Bleſs'd fathers to thy ſons 5h ſecond birth. 
Thou cam'ſt to do the will of him that ſent thee, : 
And didſt his honour feek gp 
More than thine own : Well may it then repent thee, 
Being thyſelf ſo meek, 


To have admitted them into the place | ; 
Of ſons that ſeek their fathers to diſgrace; 
Lord, grant that the abuſe may be retorm'd 00 


Before it ruin brin | 
Upon thy pgor deſpiſed Church, cronsform'd 
As if *twere no ſuch thing b 
Thou that the God of order art, and peace, 
Make curs'd confuſion and coniention ceaſe. 


IIe 5 Bickop. 


Tur Biſhop ? Yes, why not ? What doth that name 
Import that is unlawful, or unfit? 
To ſay the overſeer is the ſame 
In ſubſtance, and no hurt, I hope, to it: 

But ſure if men did not deſpiſe the thing, 

Such ſcorn upon the name they would not fling. 
Some prieſts, ſome preſbyters I mean, would be 
Each overſeer of his ſev'ral cure, 


Them altogether they will not endure ; 
This the main diff rence is, that I can ſee, 
Biſhops they would not have, but they would be. 


Preſbyteries without their biſhops were ; 
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Of all that flock which thou haſt purchaſed 
With thine own blood; to them thou doft impart 
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Though biſhops without preſþyteries many 
At firſt muſt needs be, almoſt every where ? 
That preſbyters from biſhops firſt aroſe 

T' aſſiſt them, 's probable, not theſe from thoſe. 
However, a true biſhop I eſteem 
The higheſt officer the Church on earth 
Car have, as proper in itſelf, and deem 
A Church without one an imperfe birth. 
If conſtituted ſo at firſt, and maimed, 
If whom it had it afterwardsdiſclaimed. 
All order firſt from unity ariſeth, 
And th? eſſence of it is ſubordination : 
Whoever this contemns, and that deſpiſeth, 
May talk of, but intends not, reformation. 
»Tis not of God, of nature, or of art, 

I' aſcribe to all what's proper to one part. 
To rule and to be ruled are diſtinct, h 
And ſeveral duties ſeverally belong 
To ſeveral perſons, can no more be link'd 


In altogether, than amidſt the throng 


Of rude unruly paſſions in the heart, 
Reaſon can ſee to act her ſovereign part. 
But a good biſhop, as a tender father, 
Doth teach and rule the Church, and is obey'd, 
And rev'renc'd by it, ſo much the rather, 
By how much he delighted more to lead 
All by his own example in the way, 
Than puniſh any when they go aſtray. | 
Lord, thou the Biſhop and chief Shepherd art 


The benefits which thou haſt merited, 
Teaching and ruling by thy bleſſed Spirit, 
Their ſouls in grace till glory they inherit : 
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 Allnations with thy people ſhout for joy: 


Sublimate graces, antidated glories, 
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The ſtars which thou doſt hold in thy right hand, 
The Angels of the Churches, Lord, direct 
Clearly thy holy will to underftand, 
And do accordingly : Let no defect, 
Nor fault, no, not in our new politics, 
Provoke thee to remove our candlefticks ; 
But let thy urim and thy thummim be | 
Garments of praiſe t' adorn thy holy ones: 
Light and perfection let all men fee 
Brightly ſhine forth in thoſe rich precious ſtones, _ 
Of whom thou wilt make a foundation 
To raiſe thy new Hieruſalem upon. 
And at the brightneſs of its 11hug let 


Salvation for walls and bulwarks ſet 
About it, that nothing may it annoy, 
Then the whole world thy dioceſs ſhall be, | 
And biſhops all but fuffragans to thee. ' 
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88 Church Festivals, c 
ARROW of time, eternity in prief, 
Compendiums epitomized, the chief 
Contents, the indices, the title-pages, 
Of all palt, preſent, and ſucceeding ages, 


The cream of holmeſs, 
Ihe mventories | 
Ol future bleſſedneſs, 
The florilegia of celeſtial ſtories, 
Spirits ot joys, the reliſhes and cloſes 
Of angels? muſic, pearis diſſolved, roſes 
Pertum'd, ſugar'd honey-combs, delights 
Never too highly priz'd, 
The marrniage-rues, 
Which duly ſolemnia'd 
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Uſher eſpouſed ſouls to bridal nights, 
Gilded ſun-beams, refined elixirs, 

And quinteſſential ext racts of ſtars : 

Who loves not you, doth but in vain profeſs 
That he loves God, or heaven, or happineſs. 


The Sabbath, or Lord's-Day. 


AIL Vail 

Holy Wholly 
King of days, To thy praiſe 
The Emperor, For evermore 
Or univerſal Muſt the rehearſal 
Monarch of time, the weeks Of all that honour ſeeks, 
Perpetual dictator. Under the world's Creator. 
Thy My 
Beauty Duty 
Far exceeds Yet muſt needs 
The reach of Art, Yield thee mine heart, 
To blazon fully And that not dully : 


And I thy light eclipſe, Spirits of ſouls, not lips 
When I moſt ſtrive to raife Alone are fit to praiſe thee. 


(thee. | 
What That | 
Nothing | Slow thing 
Elſe can be Time by thee 
Thou only art Hath got the ſtart, 
The extracted ſpint And doth inherit 
Of all eternity, That immortality 

By favour antedated. Which fin anticipated. 

O | | 

That T 

Could lay by 

This body ſo, 


That my ſoul might be 
Incorporate with thee, 
And no more to fix days owe. 


E AE ²— LS — — 
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The Annunciation, or Lach. Day. 


U NTO the REPS of the ſpheres 
Let men, and angels, join in conſort theirs. 
So great a meſſenger 
From heaven to earth 
Is ſeldom ſeen, 
Attir'd in ſo much glory. 
Ameſſage welcomer, 
Fraught with more mirth, 
Hath never been 
Subject of any ſtory: 
This by a double right, if any may 
Be truly ſtil'd the world's Find diy. 


The making of the world neꝰer coſt 
vo > Gout, by much, as to redeem it loſt. 
"ow ſaid but, Let it be, | 
And ev'ry thing 
Was made ſtraightway, 
So as he ſaw it good: 
But ere that he could ſee | 
A courſe to bring 72 
Man gone aſtray 30 
To the place where he ſtood; 
His wiſdom with his mercy, for man's ſake, 
Againſt his Juſtice part did take. 


And the reſult was this day's news, 
Able the meſſenger himſelf t' amuſe, 
As well as her to whom 
By him 'twas told, 
That though ſhe were 
A virgin pure, and knew 
No man, yet in her womb 
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A Son ſhe ſhould 
Conceive and bear, 
| As ſure as God was true. | 
Such high place in his favour ſhe poſſeſſed, 
Being among all women bleſſed. 


But bleſs'd eſpecially in this, 
That ſhe believ'd, and for eternal bliſs 
Rely'd on him whom ſhe 
Herſelf ſhould bear, 
And her own Son 
Took for her Saviour. 
And if there any be, 
That when they hear, 
As ſhe had done 
Sure their behaviaur, | 
They may be bleſſed, as ſhe was, and ſay, 
'Tis their annunciation-day. 


The Nativity, or Christmas-Day, 


TNFOLD thy face, unmaſk thy ray, 
Shine forth bright ſun, double the day, 

Let no malignant miſty fume, 
Nor foggy vapour, once preſume 
To interpoſe thy perfect fight 
This day, which makes us love thy light 
For ever better, that we could, 
That bleſſed Object once behold, 
Which 1s both the circumference, 
And centre of all excellence : 
Or rather neither, but a treaſure 
Unconfined, without meaſure, 
Whoſe centre and circumference, 
Including all pre-eminence, 


Excluding nothing but defect, 


| 
2 
4 
3 
f } 
1 
D. 
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And infinite in each aſpect, | 
Is equally both here and there, 
And now, and then, and ev'ry where 
And always, one, himſelf, the fame 
A Being far above a name. 
Draw nearer then, and freely pour 
Forth all thy light into that hour, 
Which was crowned with his birth, 
And made heaven envy earth. 
Let not this birth- day clouded be, 
By whom thou ſhineſt, and we ſee. 


—_—— 


— — 


The Circumcision, or New-Year's Day. 
ORROW betide my fins! Muſt ſmart ſo ſoon 
I Seize on my Saviour's tender fleſh ſcarce grown 
Unto an. eight days age ? 
Can nothing elſe aſſw age 
The wrath of heaven, but his infant-blood ? 
Innocent infant, infinitely good! 


Is this thy welcome to the world. great God; 
No ſooner born, but ſubje& to the rod | 
Of fin-incenfed wrath ? 
Alas! what pleaſure hath 
Thy Father's juſtice to begin thy paſſion, 
Almoſt together with thine incarnation? 
Is it to antedate thy death ? T' indite 
Thy condemnation himſelf, and write 
The copy with thy blood, 
Since nothing is ſo good? 
Or, is't by this experiment to try, 
Whether thou beeſt born mortal, and canſt die? 
If man muſt needs draw blood of God, yet why 
Stays he not till thy time be come to die? 
Didſt thou thus early bleed 
For us to ſhew what need 
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We have to haſten unto thee as faſt; 
And learn that all the time is loſt that's paſt ? 


'Tis true, we ſhould do ſo; yet in this blood 
There's ſomething elſe, that muſt be underſtood : 
It ſeals thy covenant, 
That ſo we may not want | 
Witneſs enough againſt thee, that thou act 
Made ſubject to the law, to act our part, 


The Sacrament of thy regeneration 
It cannot be; 1t gives no imitation 
| Of what thou wert, but we; 
Native impurity, 
Original corruption, was not thine, 
But only as thy rightevuineſs is mine. 


In holy baptiſm this is brought to me, 
As that in circumciſion was to thee 2 

So that thy loſs and pain 

Do prove my joy and gain. 
Thy circum<ifton w rit thy death in blood: 
Baptiſm in water ſeals my livelihood. 


O bleſſed change! Yet, rightly underſtood, 
That blood wes Water, and this water's blood. 
What ſhall I give again, 
To recon:pence thy pain ? 
Lord, take revenge upon me tor this {mart ; 
To quit thy foteſkin, ciicuinciſe my neatt, 


The Epiphany, or Twelfth-Day. 


REAT. without controverfy great, 
Taey that do kuow it will confeſs 
The myſtery of god!lwels, 
Whereot the goſpel doch intreat. 


— — 


— 
— — 


2 


— —— ” 
——— c_— 


— 
— — 
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God in the fleſh is manifeſt, 
And that Which hath for ever been 


Inviſible, may now be ſeen, 


Th' eternal Deity new dreſt. 


Angels to ſhepherds brought the news ; 
And wiſe men guided by a ſtar, 

To ſeek the Sun are come from far ; 
Gentiles have got the ſtart of Jews. 


The ſtable and the manger hide 
His glory from his on: but theſe, 
Tho? ſtrangers, his reſplendent rays 
Of Majeſty divine have ſpy'd. 


Gold, frankincenſe, and myrrh, they give; 

And worſhipping him plainly ſhow, 
That unto him they all things owe, 

By whole free gift it is they live. 


Tho' clouded in a vail of fleſh, 


The Sun of Righteouſneſs appears, 
Melting cold cares and froſty fears, 


And making joys ſpring up a-freſh. 


O that his light and influence, 
Would work effettually in me _ 

Another new Epiphany, _ | 

Exhale and elevate me hence ; 


That, as my calling doth require, 


Star-like I may to others ſhine ; 
And guide them to that Sun divine: 
Whoſe day-light : never hal expiry. 


HS ͤ—— — C—  — —— — 


— — — ——ů—— 


— 
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The Passion, or 3 riday. 


HIS day my Saviour dy'd': and do live? 


What hath not ſorrow ſlain me yet ? 


Did the immortal God vouchſafe to give 


1 
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His life for mine, and do ſet | 
More by my wretched life, than he by bis, 
So full of glory, and of bliſs? _ 


Did his free mercy, and mere love to me, 
Make him forſake his glorious throne, 
And mount a crofs, the ſtage of infamy, 
nat ſo he might not die alone, 


But dying ſuffer more thro' grief and ſhame, 


Than mortal men have pow'r to name? 


And can ingratitude ſo far prevail, 
To keep my living ſtill? Alas! | 
Methioks ſome thorn out of his crown, ſome nail, | 
At leaſt his ſpear, might pierce, and paſs 


Through and through, till it reviv'd mine heart; 


As the right death-deſerving part. 


And doth he not expect it ſhould be ſo? 
Would he lay down a price fo great, 

And not look that his purchaſes ſhould grow 
Accordingly ? Shall I defeat 

His juſt defire ? O no, it cannot be: 
His death muſt needs be death to me. 


My life's not mine, but his: for he did die 
That I might live; yet died ſo, 

That being dead he was alive; and I 
Through the gates of death muſt go 

To live with him; yea, to live by him here 
Is a part in his death to bear. 


Die then, dull ſoul, and if thou canſt not die, 
Diſſolve thyſelf into a ſea 

Of living tears, whoſe ſtreams may ne'er go ary 
Nor turned be another way, 

Till they have drown'd all joys, but thoſe love, 

Which ſorrow elaimeth for its OWN. 
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For Sorrow hath its joys; and I am glad 
That I would grieve, if I do not: 

But if I neither could, nor would, be ſad, 

And ſorrowful, this day, my lot 

Would be to grieve for ever, with a grief 
Uncapable of all relief, 

No grief was like that, which he griev'd for me, 
A greater grief than can be told: 

And like my grief for him no grief ſhould be, 
It I could grieve fo, as I would: 

But what I would, and cannot, he doth ſee, 
And will accept, that dy'd for me. 

Lord, as thy grief and death foi me are mine, 
For thou haſt given them unto me: 

So my deſires to grieve and die are thine, 
For they are wrought only by thee, 


Not for my ſake then, but thine own, be pleas'd 


With that, which thou thyſelf haſt rais'd. 
Dr —Z—— 


The Resurrection, or Easter-Day. 


Li and away, 
Thy Saviour's gone before, 

Why doſt thou ſtay, 

Dull ſoul? Behold the door 
Is open, and his precept bids thee riſe, 
Whoſe pow'r hath vanquiſh'd all thine enemies. 
Say not, I live, 

Whilſt in the grave thou ly'ſt: 

He that doth give 

Thee life, would have thee prize't 
More highly than to keep it bury'd, where 
Thou canſt not make the fruits of it appear. 
Is rottenneſs, 


And duſt ſo pleaſant to thee, 
That happineſs, 
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And heaven, cannot wo thee, 
To ſhake thy ſhackles off, and leave behind thee 
Thoſe ſetters, which to death and hell do bind thee ? 
In vain thou ſay'ſt, 


Th'art bury'd with thy Saviour, 
If thou delay'ſt, 


To ſhew, by thy behaviour, 
That thou art riſen with him; till thou ſhine 
Like him, how canſt thou ſay his light is thine ? 
Early he roſe, 

And with him brought the day, 
Which all thy foes 

Frighted out of the way: 
And wilt thou, ſluggard-like, turn in thy bed, 
Till noon ſun beams draw up thy drowſy head ? 
Open thine eyes, | 

Sin-ſeized ſoul, and ſee 
What cobweb-ties 

They are, that tramel thee ; 
Not profits, pleaſures, honours, as chm thinkeſt ; 
But loſs, pain, ſhame, at which thou vainly winkeſt. 
All that is good 

Thy Saviour dearly bought 
With his heart's blood; 

And it muſt there be ſought, 
Where he keeps reſidence, who roſe this day: 
Linger no longer then; up, and away. 


—— 


The Ascension, or Holy Thursday. 


OUN T, mount, my Son, and climb, or rather fly 
With all thy force on high, 

Thy Saviour roſe not only, but aſcended: 

And he muſt be attended 
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Both in bis eee and his rehab too. 
His glories ſtrongly Wo 


His graces to them, and will not appear 


In their full luſtre, until both be there. 


Where he now fits, not for himſelf alone, 


But that upon his throne 

All his red-emed may attendants be, 
Robed, and crowned as he ; 

Kings without courtiers are lone men, they ſay ; 
And doſt thou think to ſtay 


Behind on earth, whilſt thy King reigns in heaven, 


Yeti not be of thy happineſs þereaven ? 


Nothing that thou canſt think worth having's here. 
Nothing is wanting there, 


That thou canſt wiſh to make thee truly bleſt. 


And above all the reſt, _ 

Thy life is hid with God in Jeſus Chriſt, 
Higher than what is high'ſt. 

O grovel then no longer here on earth, 

Where mis'ry ev'ry moment drowns thy mirth. 


But tow*'r, my ſoul, and ſoar above the ſkies, 
Where thy true treaſure lies. 

Tho! with corruption and mortality 
Thou clogg'd and pinion'd be; 

Yet thy flight thoughts, and ſprightly wiſhes, may 
Speedily glide away. 

To what thou canſt not reach, at leaſt aſpire, 

Aſcend, if not in deed, yet in defire. 


Whitsunday.. wht ol 

N ſtartle not to hear the ruſhing wind, 
Wherewith this place is ſhaken : 

| Attend awhile, and thou ſhalt quickly _ 

| How much thou art miſtaken, 
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If chou think here 
Is any cauſe to fear. 


See'ſt thou not how on thoſe twelve rev'rend heads 
Sit cloven tongues of fire? 
And as the rumour of that wonder ſpreads, 
The multitude admire 
To ſee it: and 
Yet more amared ſtand 


To hear at once ſo great variety 
Of language from them come, 
Of whom they dare be bold to ſay they be 
Bred no where but at home, 
And never were 
In place ſuch words to hear. 


Mock not, profane deſpiſers of the Spirit, 
At what's to you unknown : 
This earneſt he hath ſent, who muſt inherit 
All nations as his own: 
That they may know 
How much to him they owe. 


Now that he is aſcended up on high 
To his celeftial throne, 
And hath led captive all captivity, 
He'll not receive alone, 
But likewiſe give 
Gifts unto all that live: 


To all that live by him, that they may be 

In his due time, each one, 
Partakers with him in his victory, 

Nor he triumph alone, 

But take all his 

Unto him where he is. 1 
To fit them for which bleſſed ſtate of glory, ; ROS KA 

This is his agent here? 
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To publiſh to the world that happy ſtory, 
Always, and every where, 
This reſident 
Embaſſador is ſent. 


Heaven's Leger upon earth to counter-work 
The mines that Satan made, 
And biing to light thoſe enemies, that lurk 
Under ſin's gloomy ſhade : 
That hell may not 
Still boaſt what it hath got. 


Thus Babel's curſe, confuſion, is fetriev'd, E 
Diverſity of tongues 
By this diviſion of the Sp'rit reliev'd 3 
And to prevent all wrongs, 
One faith unites 
People of diff rent rites. 


O let his entertainment then be ſuch, 
As doth him beſt befit: 
Whatever he requireth think not much 
Freely to yield him it: 
For who doth this, 
Reaps the firſt-fruits of bliſs, 
| DX" R=__=_ 
Trinity-Sunday. 
FN RACE, Wit, and Art aſſiſt me; for I ſee 
The ſubject of this day's ſolemnity 
So far excels in worth, 
That ſooner may 
I drain the ſea, 
Or drive the day 
With light away, 
Than fully ſet it forth, 
Except you join all three to take my part, 
And chiefly grace fill both my head-and heart, 
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Stay buſy ſoul, preſume not to inquire 
Too much of what angels can but admire, 
And never comprehend : 
The Trinity 
In Unity, 
And Unity 
In Trinity, 
All reaſon doth tranſcend. 
God Father, Son God, and God Holy Ghoſt, 
Who moſt ad mireth, magnifieth moſt, 
And who moſt magnifies beſt underſtands, | 
And beſt expreſſeth what the heads, and hands, 
And hearts, of all men living, 
When moſt they try 
To glorify, 
And raiſe on high, 
| Fall ſhort, and lie 
Groveling below: man's giving 
Is but reſtoring by retail with loſs, 
What from his God he firſt receiv'd in groſs, 
Faith muſt perform the office of invention, 
And elocution ſtruck with apprehenſion 
Of wonder, ſilence keep. 
Not tongues, but eyes 
Lift to the ſkies 
In reverend wiſe, 
Beſt ſolemnize 
This day, whereof the deep 
Myſterious ſubject lies out of the reach 
Of Wit to learn, much more of Art to teach. 
Then write non ultra here; look not for leave 
To ſpeak of what thou never canſt conceive. 
Worthily, as thou ſhouldeſt: 
And it ſhall be 
Enough for thee, 


— — 
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If none but he 
Himſelf doth ſee, 
Tho? thou canſt not, thou wouldeſt 
Make his praiſe glorious, who is alone 
Thrice bleſſed One in Three, and Three in One. 


Invitation. 
URN in, my Lord, turn in to me; 
Mine heart's an homely place; 
But thou canſt make corruption flee, 
And fill it with thy grace. 
So furniſhed it will be brave, 
And a rich dwelling thou ſhalt have. 


It was thy lodging once before, \ 
It builded was by thee ; 
But I to ſin ſet ope the door, 
It render'd was by me, 
And fo thy building was defac'd. 
And in thy room another plac'd. 


But he uſurps, the right is thine : 
O diſpoſſeſs him Lord! 
Do thou but ſay, this heart is mine, 
He's gone at the firſt word. 
Thy word's thy will, thy will's thy power, 
Thy time is always; now's mine hour: 
Now ſay to ſin, depart : 
And, Son, give me thine heart, 
Thou, that by ſaying, Let it be, didſt make it; 
Canſt, if thou wilt, by ſaying, Giv't me, take it. 


Comfort in Extremity. 


LAS! my Lord g is gone, 
Oh my wo! 


11 will be mine undoing; 
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f he go, 
I'll run and overtake him: 
If he ſtay, 
I'll cry aloud, an make him 
Look this way. 
O ſtay, my Lord, my Love, 'tis I ; 
Comfort me quickly, or I die. 


_ Cheer up 9 droo drooping ſpirits, 


Mine all-ſu 5 Greta 


Be ore the Thad of Gl 
4 In thy ſtead * 
Pl put into 2 727 
Li h up = eyes, fad foul, end / ce 
T 


Saviour here. Lo, I am 


Alas! hall I preſent 

My ſinfulneſs 
To thee ? thou wilt reſent 

The loathſomeneſs, 

Be not afraid, I' take 

Thy fins on me, 
And all my oy make 

ſhine on thee. 


Lord, what thou'lt have me, thou muſt make me. 
rn now I take thee. 


Resolutions and Assurance. 


| £996 thou wilt love me. Wilt thou not? 


Beſhrew that not ; 
It was my fin begot 


That men * 2 Yes, Lord, thou wilt: 
M 
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Thy blood was ſpilt 
To waſh away my guilt, 
Lord, I will love thee, Shall I not ? 
Beſhrew that not; 
I.“ uas Death's accurſed plot 
That put that queſtion: Ves, I will 
Lord, love thee ſtill, 
In ſpite of all my ill. 
Then life, and love continue till 
We ſhall, and will, 
My Lord and I, until, 
In his celeſtial hill, 
We love our fill, 
When he hath purged all mine ill. 


—— — 


Vows broken and renewed, 


AID I not ſo, that I would fin no more ? 
Witneſs my God, I did; 
Yet I am run again upon the ſcore: 
My faults cannot be hid. 
What ſhall I do? Make vows, and break them {till ? 
| »Twill be but labour loſt; _ 
My good cannot prevail againſt mine ill: 
The bus'neſs will be croſt. 
O, fay not ſo ! thou canſt not tell what ftrength 
Thy God may give thee at the length : 
Renew thy vows, and if thou keep the laft, 
Thy God will pardon all that's paſt, | 
Vow, whilſt thou canſt; while thou canſt vow, thou may'ſt 
Perhaps perform it, when thou thinkeſ leaſt, | 
Thy God hath not deny'd thee all, 
Whilſt he permits thee but to call: 
Call to thy God for grace to keep 


THE SYNAGOGUE. 265 


Thy vows, and if thou break them weep. 
Weep for thy broken vows, and vow again: 
Vows made with tears cannot be ſtill in vain. 

Then once again 
I vow to mend my ways, 
Lord, ſay, Amen, 
And thine be all the praiſe. 


— —— 


| Confusion. 
H! How my mind. 
Is gravellt'd{ 
Not a thought, 
That I can find, 
But ravell'd 
All to nought. 
Short ends of threads, 
And narrow ſhreds 
Of liſts, 
Is ſnarled ruffs, 
Looſe broken tuſts 
Of twiſts, 


- Are my tom meditations ragged clothing, | 
Which wound, and woven ſhape a ſuit for nothing; 


One while I think, and then J am in pain 
To think how to unthiuk that thought again. 
How can my ſoul 
But famiſh 
With this food ? 
Pleaſures full bow1 
Taſtes ramiſh, 
| Taints the blood. 
Profit picks bones, 
And chews on ſtones 
That choak : | 
Honour climbs hills, 1c 2MA 
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When with diſeaſes, I have lift to All, 


With .ſmoak. _ 1512 
And Chiltk. my thoughts are greedy upon ang bas. 
They paſs by pearls, and ſtoop to pick up _ 18 
Such waſh and draff is fit for none but ſwine: 
And fuch I am not, Lord, if I am thine. | 
Clothe me a- ne w, and feed me then -fre ß: 
Elſe my ſoul dies famiſh'd, And ſtar's with geh. 


— — — NET DIET VEESTIE-S 
TY PARADOX. 
_ The worse the better. 


FELCOM E mine health; this hckneſs ee me well. 
Medicines adieu: 


N 
FA * 


I'll wiſh fox you, 


| welcome my, ſtrength; this weakneſs makes me cable 0 


Powers adieu: 1 31 
When I am weary grown of Randing Rable, 


I'll wiſh for you. > oM 
Welcome my wealth ; this loſs hath gain'd n wem. 
Riches adieu; Lin. Cd eee 


When I again grow greedy to be poor, 


Pl wiſh for umb. Sa yh 


Welcome my credit ; this diſgrace i is glory... avon o 
Honours adieu: h N84 
When for renown, and fame I ſhall be ler. 10 10 


I'll wiſh for you, r 
Welcome content ; this forrow is my Joy. T indy HA 
Pleaſures adieu: eee Pare” 


When 1 deſire ſuch griefs as may annoy, 


III wiſh for you. 
Health, Strebe and Riches, Credit, and Content, 


Are ane beſt, ſometimes when FREY are ſpent: 


ROO as 


=} 8 


4 ww. 
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Sickneſs and Weakneſs, Loſs, Diſgrace, and Sorrow, 
Lend moſt ſometimes, when they moſt ſeem to borrow. 

Bleſt be the hand, that helps by hurting, gives 

By taking, by forſaking me relieves. 

If in my fall my rifing be thy will,, 

Lord, I will ſay, The worſe the better fill. 

I'll ſpeak the paradox, maintain thou it, 

And let thy grace ſupply my want of wit. 

Leave me no learning that a man may ſee, 

So I may be a we unto thee. 


3 8 
— . a et 
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N hooks I bad (an heart I mean) ſo wide 
And full of ſpacious rooms on every ſide, 
That viewing it 1 thought I might do well, 
Rather than keep it void, and make no gain, | 
Of what I could not uſe to entertain | 
Such gueſts as came: I did; but what befe! 
Me quickly in that courſe, I ſigh to tell! 


A gueſt T had (alas! I have her till) | 
A great big-belly'd gueſt, enough to fill 
The vaſt content of hell, Corruption. 
By entertaining her, I loſt my right 
To more than all the world hath now in light. 
Each day, each hour almoſt, ſhe brought forth one 
Or other baſe-bigot Tranſgreſſion, 


The charge grew great, I, that had loſt before 

All that I had, was forced now to ſcare 
For all the charges of their maintenance 

In doomſday book : whoever knew't would ſay, 

The leaſt ſum there was more than I could pay, 
When firſt 'twas due, beſides continuance, 
Which could not chuſe but much the debt enhance. 
| M 3 


At laſt I learn'd, there was no way but one: 
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To eaſe me firſt I wifh'd her to remove: | 
But ſhe'would not. I ſu'd her then above, y 
And begg'd the court of heaven, but in m 
To caſt her out. No, I could not evade ? 
The bargain, which ſhe pleaded I had made, 
That, whilit both lived, I ſhould entettain, 


At mine own charge, boch ber and all her t gin. 


No help then, but or I maſt die, or ſhe; 
And yet my death of no avail would be: 

For one death I had dy'd already then, 
When firſt ſhe liv'd in me; and now to dic 
Another death again were bat to tie 

And twiſt them both into a third, which when 

It once hath {eiz*d ou, never looſeth men. 


Her death might be my life; bat her to kill 
I, of myſelf, had neither power nor will. 
So deſp' rate was my cafe. Whilſt 1 dchy u, 


A friend muſt do it for me. He alone, 
That is the Lord of life, by dying can 
Save men from death, and kill corruption: 
And many years ago the deed was done, 
His heart was pier&d ; out of his fide there n Yeu 
Sin's corroſives, reſtoratives for man. 1 


This precious balm I begg'd, for pity” s ſake, 

At Mercy's gate: Where Faith alone may a 
What Grace and Truth do offer lib* rally. 

Bounty ſaid, Come, I heard it, and pelieved ;. 


None ever there complain'd, but was relieved. 


6 


My gueſt ſtill teem'd, my debts ſtill e, 
The leſs I had to pay, the more was due. 5 

The more I. knew, the more I was afraid: 

The more I mus'd, the more I was diſmay'd, | 


7-14 
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0 waking upon Faith ſaid inflantly, V. : 
That thencetorth 1 ſhould live, Corruption die. 


And ſo ſhe dy'd, I live But yet, alas 
We are not parted: ſhe is where ſhe Was, 

Cleaves faſt unto me ſtill, looks thro? mine eyes, 
Speaks in my tongue, and muſeth in my mind, 
Works with mine hands; her body's left behind, 

Altho? her foul be gone. My miſeries x 

All flow from hence; from hence my woes einne 


J loath myſelf, becauſe I leave her not: 
Vet cannot leave her. No ſhe is my lot, 
Now being dead, that living was my choice: 


And ſtill, tho? dend; ſne both conceives and bears 


Many faults daily, and as many fears: 


All which for vengeance call with a loud voice, 31 


And drown my comforts with a deadly noiſe, | 


Dead bodies kept uubur 775 quickly ſtink, 

And putrify : how can I then but think 
Corruption noiſome, even mortify'd? 

Tho! ſuch ſhe were before, yet ſuch to me 

She ſeemed not. Kind fools can never ſee, 
Or will not credit, until they have try'd, 
That friendly looks oft falſe intents do hide. 


But mortify*d Corruption lies unmaſk'd, 

Blabs her own ſecret, filthineſs unaſk' d, 
To all that underſtand her. That do none, 

In whom ſhe lives embraced with delight : 

She firſt of all deprives them of their ſight: 
Then doat they on her, as upon their own, 
And ſhe to them ſeems beautiful alone. 


But wo is me! One part of me is dead: 

The other lives. Yet that which lives is led, 
Or rather carry'd captive unto fin, 

By the dead part. I am a living grave, 


And a dead body I within me bave, Mg 


8 


1 NME. 


e part 0 Fre better oft doth win; | oo r 
And when Tould böse e oded, 1 begin. 1 


The ſcent would choak me, were it not that Grace 
Sometimes vouchſafeth to perfume. the place 
With odours of the Spirit, which do. eaſe me, 
And counterpoife Corruption. Bleſſed , 
Altho' eternal torments be my merit, : 1 
And of myſelf tratſgreffions only pleaſe Se - --: 
And grece enough beipg reviy'd to raiſe me, 


Challenge thine own, Let. not int ruders hold 
| Againſt thy right, what. to my wrong 1. ſold. 
| Having no ſtate myſelf, but tenancy, - 
| And tenancy at will, what, could I graut 
if That is not voided, if thou ſay, avaunt! 

O ſpeak the word, and make theſe inmates flees 
WT # which' is one, fake me to dwell with thee, 


ll A 
ll 11 Ta” 
ll PEACE, rebel«thought; doſt woas not know thy King, 
| | My God, is here? | 
| | Cannot his preſence, if no other bias, 
| Make thee forbear? | 
* Or were he abſent; all the ftanders-by © 1 
| Are but his ſpies: 
j And well he knows, if thou ſhould'ft 8 | 
| Thy words were lies. 
If others will not, vet I muſt and will, Ss 
| Myſelf com lain. ps * 
My God, ev'n now à baſe rebellious eue 
Began to mov 
And ſubt' ly twining with me would have wrought 
Me from thy love: 
Fain he would have me to believe, that fo; 
| And thou might both 
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Take up my heart together for your. inn, 4 
And neither lothe 

The vther's company; ; a while fit ſtill, 
And part again, 


Tell me, my God, how this may be redreſt, 
The fault i 1s great, 
And I the guilty party have confeſt, 
I muſt be beat. | 
And I refuſe not puniſhment for this, 
Tho” to my pain: 
So I may learn to do no more amils, 
Nor fin again : | | 
Corre& me, if thou wilt; but teach me le thi 
What I ſhall do. 


Lord of my life, metbinks I heard thee ſay, 


That labour's eas'd: 


"The fault, that is confeſt, is done away, 


And thou art pleas'd. 
How can I fin again, and wrong thee then, | 
That do'ſt relent, 
And ceaſe thine anger ſtraight, as ſoon as men 
Do but repent ? 
No, rebel-thought; for if thou move . 
III tell that too. 


— — mog mens — — — — 


K 


The ors. 
HE math is made 


Between my love and me: | 
And therefore glad, 


And merry now 1˙¹¹ be. 
Come Glory, crown _ 
My head 


And pleaſures. drown 


My bed II 


x 


. Of thorns in down. 
Sorrow, be gone; 
'Delight, 
And joy alone 
Befit 


My honey-moon, 
Be packing now., 
ve cumb'rous. cares and fears ; 2 
Mirth will allow 
No room to ſighs and tears. 
whit thus IL lay, 
As raviſh*d with delight, 
1 bd on eee 
| 80 fools their friends unte. 
I knew the voice 
My Lord's, . 
And at the noiſe 
His words 
Did make, aroſe. 
{ look'd, and ſpy'd, 
Each where, 
And loudly cry'd, 
My dear, 
But none reply'd : 
Then to my grief 
I found my love was gone, 
Without relief, 
Leaving me all alone. 


— 


2 2 


— — 


The” l 


HITHER, Oh! whither is my Lord departed ? 
| What can my love, that is ſo tender-hearted, 
Forſake the ſoul, which once he thorough darted, 


As + it never ſmarted? 


* eee e „ eee HD 
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o, ſure my love is here, if 1 cold find bim: 


He that fills all can leave no place behind him, . 


. 


But oh! my ſenſes are too weak to wind him 85 


Or elſe I do not mind him. 


0 no, I mind him not ſo as I ought 3 


Nor ſeek him ſo as I by him was ſought, 


When I had loſt myſelf ; he dearly. bought + | © 


Me, that was ſold for nought. 


But J have wounded him, that made me ſound ; 
Loſt him again, by whom I firſt was found? 


Him, that exalted me, have caſt to th' grund; | 


My fins his blood have drown'd. 


Tell me, oh! tell me, (thou alone eanſt tell) 

Lord of my life, where thou art gone'to dwell : 

For in thy abſence ev'n itſelf is hell: | 
Without thee none is well. 


Or, if thou be'ſt not gone, but only hideſt 


Thy preſence in place Where thou abideſt, 


Teach me the ſacred art, which thou provideſt 


For all them whom thou guideſt, 


To ſeek and find thee by. Elſe here I'l] lie, 
Until thou find me. If thou let me die, 
That only unto thee for life do cry, 

Thou dy'it as well as I. 


For, if thou live 1a me, and I in thee, 


Then either both alive, or dead muſt be: 


At leaſt I'Il lay my death on thee, and ſee 


If thou wilt not agree. 
For, tho' thou be the Judge thyſelf, I have 


Thy promiſe for it, which thou canſt not wave, 


That who ſalvation at thine hands do crave, 
Thou wilt not fail to ſave. 


Cty, OI Tar 


2 
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Oh! ſeek, and find me then; or elſe deny b 
Thy truth; thyſelf,” Oh! thou canſt not lie, 


She w thyſelf conſtant to thy word draw nigh. 
Find me. Fly here I lie. 


— — — 


The Return. 


L now my 2 * ne 
My tears 95 
Have clear'd mine eyes: I ſee 
'Tis he. 
Thanks, bleſſed Lord, thine abſence was my — halt; 
And, now thou art returned, I am well. x | 
By this I ſee I muſt | 
Not truſt . | 
My joys unto myſelf ; * 
| This ſhelf | 
Ot too ſecure, and too preſumptuous pleaſure 
i Had almoſt ſunk my ſhip, and drown'd my treaſure, | 
0 Who would have thought a Joy | 
ſ S800 coy  ; 1% 511 
N | To be offended fo, 1 | 
l And go - | — i | 
| So ſuddenly away ? As if enjoying 
j Full pleaſure and contentment were annoying, 
Hereafter I had need r [v7 
Take heed, 
Joys, amongſt other —_ -S0E: i 
| Have wings, 111955 
lf And watch their opportunities of flight, 
11 Converting in a moment day to night. | 1 | 
| But, is't enough for me 
To be | | Aa] 1 
Inſtructed to be wiſe? 
I'll riſe, ä 


— — 
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And read a lecture unto them that are 
Willing to learn how comfort dwells with care. 
He that his joys would KP! 5 Holds ward 
Mult weep; 1 + 
And in the brine of tees —— 
And fears 
Muſt pickle them. That powder will pre ſerve: 
Faith and repentance is the ſoul's conſerve; 
Learn to make much of care: 
A rare ; 3 
And precious balſam tis Ty 
For bliſs; | 4 
Which oft reſides where mirth with "Wann meets: 
Heavenly joys on caſth are bitter ſweets. 


— —— — — —— — 


. 


Inundations. 
E talk of Noah's flood as of a ne * 


And well we may: nls eb 
The ſcriptures lay, 
The water did prevail, the hills were under, 
And nothing could be ſeen but ſea. 
And yet there are two other floods —_ 
That flood as far | 
As heaven one ſtay, 
Which many men 1egard as little as 
The ordin. ry'{i thin gs that are. 
The one is ſ1i:, the other is lalvat ion: 
And we muſt need 
Contefs indeed, 
That either is an inundation 
Which doth the deluge far exceec. 
In Noak's flood ne and his houtehold liv'd : 
Ano there abode 
A whole ark-load 
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Of other creatures that were then ms; ; 


All ſafely on the waters rode, 


But, when ſin came, it overflowed all, 
And left none frees 
Nay, even he © 
That knew no th in, could not releaſe my thrall, 
But that he was made fin for me; 


And, when ſalvation came, my Saviour's blood 
| Drown'd ſin again, | 
With all its train 
Of evils, overflowing them with good, 
With good that ever ſhall remain. 


O, let there be one other inundation, | 
Let grace o'erflow | 
In my foul ſo, , 
That thankfulneſs may level with ſalvation, | 
And ſorrow ſin may overgrow. OY 


Then will I praiſe my Lord and Saviour ſo, 
That angels ſhall 
Admire man's fall, 
When they ſhall ſee-God's gresteſt glory grow, 
Where Satan thought to root out all. | 


7% Sin. 
IN, I would fain define thee: but thou art 
An uncouth thing ; 
All that I bring 
To ſhew thee fully, ſhews thee but in part. 


I call thee the tranſgreſſion of the law, 
And yet I read, 
That fin is dead 
Without the law ; and thence it arten doth draw, 


The work is done before the pay be due. 


T1 ſay thou art the quinteſſence of evil, 
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I ſay thou art the ſting of death. Tis true,; 
oo A oodriobtodonaty . 
Death comes behind: Mee i e 11 

I ſay thou art the devil's work; yet he 

Should much rather, | 

Call thee Father ; | 

For he had been no devil but for thee. 

What ſhall I call thee, then ? If death and devil, 
Right underſtood, . 
Be names too good, 


b — 
* L 
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Travels at Home. 


FT have I wiſh'd a traveller to be: 
Mine eyes did even itch the lights to ſee, 
That I had heard and read of. Oft I have. 
Been greedy of occaſion as the grave, 
That never ſays enough; yet ſtil was croft 
When opportunities had promis'd molt. 


At laſt I ſaid, what mean't thou, wandering elf, 
Io ſtraggle thus ? Go travel firſt thyſelt. 


Thy little world can ſhew thee wanders great ; 


The greater may have more, but not more neat 


And curious pieces. Search, and thou ſhalt find 
Enough to talk of. If thou wilt, thy mind 
Europe ſupplies, and Aſia thy will, 

And Afric thy affections. And if ſtill 

Thou liſt to travel further, put thy ſenſes 

For both the Indies Make no more pretences 
Of new diſcoveries, whilft yet thine own, 

And neareſt little world is ſtill unknown. 

Away then with thy quadrants and compaſſes, 
Globes, tables, cards, maps, and minute glaſſes. 
Lay by thy journals and thy diaries, 

Cloſe up thine annals and thine hiſtories, 
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Study thyſelf, and read what thou haft writ 
In thine own book, thy confcience: Is it fit 
To labour after other knowledge ſo, 5 
And thine own neareſt, deareſt ſelf not know ? 
Travels abroad both dear and dangerous are, 
Whilſt oft the foul pays for the body's fare: + | 


Travels at home are cheap and ſafe. Salvation 1 5 2 
Comes mounted on the wings of meditation. = | | 
He flat doth live at home, and learns to know BYE | 
God and himſelf, needeth no further go. 5 | 


Daiie Journey, 


IEE is a journey, From our mothers' wombs, 

3 As houſes, we ſet out; and in our tombs, 
As inns, we reſt, till it be time to riſe. 
*Twixt rocks and gulfs our narrow foot-path lies: 
Haughty preſumption and 3 deſpairr / | 
Make'ou 3 — though ſeeming fair. | 
The world withiits enticements ſeek and fly j | : 
Slabbers our ſteps; and makes them ſlippery; + 
The fleſh with its corruptions, - clogs our feet; 
And burdens us with loads of luſts unmeet. 
The devil Where we tread doth ſpread his ſnares 1 
And with temptations takes us unawares 1 
Our footſteps are our thoughts, our words, our Works: | 
Theſe carry us along; in theſe there luxkk s 


1 
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Envy, Luſt, Avarice, Ambition, | 
The crooke@&turnings of perdition?nsn 

One while we creep among the thorny brakes © 

Of worldly profits; and the devil takes + > | 
Delight to ſee us pierce ourſelves with ſorrow... - | 
To-day, by thinking what might be to-morrow. . 

Another while we.wade, and wallow in 0 

Puddles of pleaſure; and we never lin 18 

Daubing Hus ſelyes with dirty damn'd delights, ._ , 


l een AS as © 


Till ſelf-begottèn pain bür plealure frights. 


** 


| 
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Sometimes we ſcramble to get up the banka NA! an 


Of icy honour; and we break. our. ranks... : 1 
To ſtep before our fellows ; though, they . det 
He ſooneſt tix eth that ſtill leads the way. 14+ bn 


Sometimes, when, others. juſtle and proyoke us, 
We ſtir that duſt ourſelves that ſerves to choke ua; 
And raiſe thoſe tempeſts ol contention Which 
Blow us beſide the way into the ditch. 
Our minds ſhould be our guides. But n are © blind, | 
Our wills out-run our wits, or lag behind. 
Qur furious paſſions, like unbridled jades, 
headlong to th infernal ſh dess. 
If God be not our Guide, our Guard, our Friend, 
Eternal death will be our Journey 's end. 


; Engines.” 1 25 
EN al find, when nature's at a fand, 


TIE.” 


And hath in vain try'd all her utmoſt frengiby 1 


That art, her ape, can reach her out an hand. iT 
To pierce her-powets with to à full length. Adel 
And may not grace have means enough in fore, 1 
Where with to do as much as that, and more Sb 5 nA 


She may: She hath engines of ev'ry kind, 

To work what art and pature, when they e. 

Stupendous miracles of wonder find, 2 

And yet muſt needs acknowledge to be true; | 
So far tranſcenging all their pow'r and might, 
That they ſtand en amazed at the ſight. . # 


Take but three inſtances; Faith, Hope, and Love! 0 


Souls help'd by the perſpective glafs of faitng 4 
Are able to perceive what is above 1 
The reach of reaſon: Yea, the ſcripture Caith,' 5 1 

Ev'n him that is invifible behold, 3 


And future ig as if they'd been of old. 5 1911 de 
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Faith looks into the ſecret cabinet 
Of God's eternal counſels, and doth ſee 
Such myſteries of glory there, as ſet 

Believing hearts on longing, till they be | 
Transform'd to the ſame image, and appear 
So alter' d, as if themſelves were there, 


Faith can raiſe earth to heaven, or draw dewn 
Heaven to earth, make both extremes to meet, 
Felicity and miſery, can crown 


Reproach with honour, ſeaſon ſour with ſweet, = 


Nothing's impoſſible to faith: a man. 
May do all things that he believes he can. 


Hope founded upon faith can raiſe the heart 
Above itſelf in expectation 55 
Of what the ſoul defazeth for its part! 
Then, when its time of tranſmigrat ion 
Is delay'd longeſt, yet as patiently,” _ 
To wait, as if't were anſwer'd by and by. 


When grief unweildy grows, hope can abate 


The bulk to what proportion it will; 
So that a large circumference of late 
A little centre ſhall not reach to fill. 


Nor that, which giant-like before did frout, s 
Be able with a pigmy's pace t hold out. 


Hope can diſperſe the thickeſt clouds of night, 
That fear hath overſpread the foul withal, 
And make the darkeſt hadows thine as bright 
As the ſun-beams ſpread on a {flver.wall. 


Sin-ſhaken fouls, hope,” anchor-like, holds ſteady, 
When ſtorm and tempeſts make them more than giddy. 
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Love led by Faith, and fed with Hope, 10 
To travel through the world's wide wilderneſs; ; 
And burdens ſeeming moſt intolerable | 
Both to take up, and bear with cheerfulneſs. 
To do, or ſuffer, what appears in fight _ 
Extremely heavy, love will make moit light. 


Yea, what by men is done or ſuffered, 


Either for God, or elſe for one adothar, 


Though in itſelf it be much blemimed 
With many imperfections, which ſmother 13877755 
And drown the worth and weight of it; yet, fall 

What will, or can, love makes amends for all. 


Love doth unite; and knit, both make, and keep 


Things one together, which were otherwiſe, 


Or would be both divers, and diſtant. Deep, 
High, long and broad, or whatſoever fize 
Eternity is of, or happineſs, 
Love comprehends it all, be't more or leſs, 


| Give me this threefold cord of graces then, 


Faith, Hope and Love, let them poſſeſs mine os 5 

And gladly I'll reſigu to other men et 

All I can claim by nature or by art, 
To mount a ſoul, and make it ſtili ſtand Noble, 57 
Theſe are alone engines incomparable. | | 
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Lov'd you for your Synagogue before 


I knew your perſon; but now love you more: 


Becauſe I find 
It it ſo true a picture of your mind: 

Which tunes your ſacred lyre 

To that eternal quire, 

Where holy Herbert ſits 

O ſhame to profane wits!) 
And fings his and your anthems, to the praiſe 
Of him that is the firſt and laſt of ogg. 


Theſe holy hymns Tad in etheral birth: 
For they can raiſe ſad ſouls above the earth, 
And fix them there 
Free from the world's anxieties and fear, 

Herbert and you have pow'r 

To do this: ev'ry hour 

I read you kills a fin, | 

Or let's a virtue in 
To fight againſt it; and the Holy Ghoſt 
Supports my * leſt the day vs tolt. 
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Penny Var, ugbt by your happy pen, 
The Prince of Peace approves. When we poor men 
Neglect our arms, | 
W? are circumveſted with a world of harms, 
But I will watch and ward, 
And ſtand upon my guard, 
And fill conſult with you, 
8 And Herbert, and renew 
My vows, and ſay, well fare his, and your heart, 


The 13 of ſuch ſacred Wit and An 
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TO HIS INGENIOUS FRIEND, 


TAS: AUTHOR 
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Upon his Additional DC) 
TIP 
CHURCH-UTENSILS, | a mid JO 
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SIR, | ; $7 its 

80 the cheap Touchſtone? s bold ＋· 
To queſtion the more noble Gold 3 WEL 
As I, at your command, 
Put forth my bluſhing. had 25 

To try theſe raptures, ſent to my poor teſt | 

But ſince your queſtion's, Are they like the reſt 3 
I fay they are the beſt: 


That once © conceyſ fie the hoes is aal qe 
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For to — a female jeer, 
Thus much affirm do, | 
They're like the father too ; 
And you like him whoſe ſublime paths you tread, 
Herbert Ito be like whom, who'd not be dead 15 
Herbert! whom when I read, 
I ſtoop at ſtars that ſhine below my head. 


Herbert | whoſe every ſtrain 

Twiſts holy breaſts with happy brain 

So that who ſtrives to be 

As elegant as he, 

Muſt climb mount Calv'ry for Parnaſſus hill, 

And in his Saviour's ſides baptize his quill ; 
A Jordan fit t' inſtil 

A ſaint-like ſtyle, back'd with an angel's ſkill. 


| He was our Solomon, 
And you are our centurionz 
Our TzmeLE him we owe, 
Our SYNAGOGUE to you : 
Where if your piety ſo much allow | 
That ſtructure with theſe ornaments t dow, 
All good men will avow, 


Your Syn'gogue, dan. Lyne. is furniſh'd now. 
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